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To his ROYAL HIGRHNESS 756 


N. 


Niiter, who mean no Int'reſt, but their He tr; 
Of undepending Minds, and ſtedfaſt Hearts, 
Diſclaiming Hopes, will empty Forms negle& ; 


Nor need PEerxmission——to addreſs Reſpect. 


Frank, as the manly Faith of ancient Time, 
Let Truth,. for once, approach the Great, in Rhine! 
Nor Publick Benefit, miſguided, /ray, 

Becauſe a Private Wiſher points its Way, 


If wond'ring, here, your Greatneſs 3 
To aſk, What's HE, who, thus, uncall'd, attends 9 
Smile, at a Suitor, who, in Courts, untrac'd,. . 
Pleas'd, if o'erlootd, thus, owns his humble 72e. 


Vow'd an Unenvier, of the buſier Great ; 
Too plain for Flattry ; and, too calm for Hate: 
Hid to be Happy; who ſurveys, unknown, 


The pow'rleſs Cottage, and the peaceleſs Throne, 
A ſilent Subject to His own Control. ; 


Of active Paſſions, but, unyielding Soul ; 
A 3 | Engroſ#id 
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To His Royal Highneſi the PIN 
Fngre/#d by NO Purſuits, amus'd, by All; 
But, deaf, as Adders, to Ambition's Call: 


Too Free, for Pow'r, (or Prejudice), to wix, 
And, /afely, lodging Liberty, wir Rix. 


Pardon, Great Prince!“ th' unfaſhionable Strain, 
That ſhuns to Dedicate; nor ſeeks to gain : 
That (/elf-re/figning) knows no narrow View; 
And, but for Publick Bleſſings, courts, ey'n YOU! 


Late, a bold Tracer of your meaſur'd Mind, 
(While, by the mournful Scene, to Grief inclin'd): 
I ſaw your Eloquence of Eyes confeſs. 

Soft Senſe of BELviDERA's deep Diſtreſs, 

Prophetic, thence, fore-deern'd the nſing Years ; 
And bail'd a Haeey 7200, 4 in Your, Tears ! 


Oh!l—zebly, touch'd i- th' inſpiring Plaus chuſe, 
Snatch, from the /ab/e Wave, the ſinking Muse! 
Charmin g, be charm'd ! the Stages Anguith heal : 
And teach a languid People how to feel. 


Then her full Soul, ſhall Txacrc Pow'r impart, 
And reach Three Kingdoms in their Prince's Heart! 
Lightneſs, diſclaim'd, ſhall S/ itſelf away : 

And reas'ning SExs E reſume forgotten Sway. 
Love, Courage, Loyalty, Taſte, Honour, Truth, 


Flaſh'd from the Scene, re-charm our liſt'ning Youth ; 


And, Virtues, (by YouR Influence form d. 7 ſt — 
The future Glories of their Founder's Reign. 
Ee Nor, 
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To His Royal Highneſs the PRI CN 


Nor, let due Care of a protected Stage, 

Misjudg'd Amuſement, but ſpare Hours engage: 
Strong, /erious, Turks, the manly My/e diſplays3 
And leads charm'd Reaſon through thoſe fow'ry Ways. 
While His rox y's cold Care but Fa&s enrolls, 

The Mus (pervaſive) faves the pictur'd Souls / 
Beyond all Eg yp/s Guus, embalms Mankind: 

And ſtamps the living Features of the Mix p. 


Time can eject the Sons of Pow'r, from Fame; 
And, He, who gains a World, may Los E his NA MR. 
But, cheriſb' d Arts inſure immortal Breath: 


And, bid their prop*d Defenders tread on Death! 


Look back, lov'd Prince! on Ages, {unk in Shade 
And feel, what Darx«ness, abſent Genius made 
Think, on the dead Fore-fillers of your Place! 
Think, on the ſtern Firft-founders of your Race! 
And, where 4% Story ſleeps, in ſilent Night; 
Charge to their want of Tafte, their want of Licar.. 


When, in your riſing Grove, (no Conver/e nigh} 
Brack Epward's awful Bt demands your Eye, 
Think, from what Cauſe, blind Chronicles pEFamE 
The greſi-told Tow'rings, of that dreadful Name! 
Search him, thro' Fancy : and sueyost him, ſhown 
By the Long Glories, 70 the Muses known : 
Shining, di/clod;—o'ertrampling Death's Control! 
And, opening, backward, All his Depth of Soul! _ 

A4 Then 


To His Royal Highneſs the Pxrxcu, 


Then—breathe a conſcious Sigh, to mourn his Fate, 
Who form'd no Writers, like his Spirit, Great“ 
To {mn his living Thoughts—paſt Fame renew z 
And build Him Honours, they reſerve, for You | 


1 an, 
With profound Reſpect, 
S 7 R, 


Your Royal Hon 


met humble 


and obedient Servants 


A. BILL, 


2 - — — — x * 
= — — — 2 


0 


PREFACE fo the READER. 


Hk Beauties, of Nature, vill be Beau- 
? ties, everlaſtingly.— F they are, ſome- 
times eclips'd, by a Cloud of ill Acci- 
dente, they diſperſe the dark Screen; 
and, again, become amiable. . 
But, unwilling to ſuppoſe, we are, 
now, under Influence of Juch a Cloud, with Regard to 


Dramatical Tate, I thought it more decent, (and 
juſter) ,zo charge its Degeneracy to the STAGE, than to 


the Genius of the Nation. 

Accounting in this manner for the Defect, I have 
often taken Pleaſure, (when turning my Search towards 
a Remedy) ro conſider it, as no improbable Hope, that 
Youns Actors, and Actreſſes, beginning, unſeduc'd 


by ArrRCTED EXAMPLES, might 22 Length, tos 


wards what has been ſaid, of a celebrated Writer, 
« Who reach'd Perfection, in his fit E/ay. 


It requir'd, methought, but the Aliſtauce of a lively 
Imagination, join'd to an eaſy, and natural, Power; 
ewith a reſolute Habitude, to BE, for an Hour or tao, 
the very Perſons, they wou'd ſeem, — Such a Founda- 
tion for accompliſp'd Acting, lies jo open, and ſo clearly 
in Nature, that they, wwho find it at all, muſt di/cgwer 
it at firſt: becauſe, when Men are once got out of the 
Road, they, who travel the fartheſt, have but mo 
Length of Way to ride back again. | | 

Pet, the Intereſted in Playhouſes were ſo poſitive, is 
the contrary Seniumext, that they ſubmitted to reverence, 
as a Maxim, this extraordinary Conceffion, © Th 
Actors muſt be twenty Years ſuch, before they can ex- 
ect to be Maſters, of the Air, and Tread, of the Stage, 

55 i N e, 
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Parrace ft tr REA DER. 


Now, there is but one View, in Nature, whereih: 
4 was willing to admit of this Argument I was 
forC'd to confeſs, I had ſeen ſome particular Stage Aire, 
and Stage Treads, which a Man of good Senſe might 


indecd, waſte ar long Life, in endeavouring to imitate, 


and, at laſt, loſe his Labour! 


Howewver, fince an Opinion, in Oppoſition to theſe 


Gentlemen's, wanted Weight to make That beliewd: 
poſſible, avhich had not, yet, been reduc'd into Prac- 
tice, I took a ſudden Relay 


ution, actually to try, Who 
was in the Right, by attempting the EXPERIMENT, 
This, I knew, was a Deſign, which, ſucceeding, 


word not fail to give Pleaſure to the Publick ; and, 
* evhich, miſcarrying, cod produce no. worſe Conſe- 


quence, than my particular Mortification. 

I imagin'd it reaſonable to found a Trial, of this 
Nature, rather on a New Play, than an Old one-: 
And, as it ought. to be a Play of unqueſtionable Merit, 
it muſt have been Preſumption, and Vanity, to have 
caft a Thought toward any thing, of my own. Upon 


' the whole, that I might keep aut of the Reach either of 


Prejudice, or Partiality, a Foreign Production ſeem d 
the propereſt Choice; and, the ZAIRE, of Monſieur 
de Voltaire, gerd me every thing that Nature could 


do, on the Part of the Poet: But, I had fill fome--. 
thing to wiſh, with regard to that other Part of her 


Influence, which depended on the Player. 


1 had (of late) among the reſt of the Town, been 


depriv d of all rational Phaſure from the Theatre, by 


'a monſtrous, and unmoving, Affectation: which, 


choking up the Avenues to Paſſion, had made Tragedy 
FOR BIDDING, and HORRIBLE ! 

I was para to fee a Correction of this Folly ; 
when 1 found myſelf, unexpetedly, re-animated, by the 


War which. the The PRoMPTER has proclaim'd, ard 
it now, Weekly, waging againſt the Ranters, and 
'Whiners, of the Theatre; after having undertaken to 
reduce the Actor's loſt Art, into PRINCIPLES, with 

Deſign, by reconciling them to the touching, and ſpirited, 
| Medium, 
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PREFACE fo the READER, 


Medium, to reform thoſe wild Copies of Lift, ins 


ſome Reſemblance, at leaſt, of their Originals. 
Thus, confirm'd in my Sentiments, I wentur'd on the 


Caſt of two Capital Characters, into Hands, not diſ- 


abled, by Cuftem, and obſtinate Prejudice, from pur 
ſuing 2 Plain Track, of NaTuRE.. 

It was eaſy to induce OSMAN, (as he is a Relation 
of my own, and but too fond of the Amuſement) to 
make Trial, how far his Delight, in an Art, I ſhall 


never allow him to practiſe, might enable him to jup 
h one Part of the Proof, that, to imitate Nature, 


de muſt proceed, upon Natural Principles. 


At the ſame Time, it happened, that Mrs. Cippen 


WAS, fortunately, znclinable to exert her inimitable Ta- 
tent, in additional Aid of my Purpo/je,: with View to 
continue the Practice of 4 Profeſſion, for which, Her 
Perſon, Her Voice, the unaffected Senſibility of her 


Heart, (and, her Face, /o finely di/pos'd, for aſſuming, 


and expreſſing, the Pass10nNs) have, /o naturally, 
gualify'd her. 

And, to give this bold Novelty of Deſign, ail its 
neceſſary Furtherance, Mr. FLEETE WOOD, who profe//es 
the moſt generous Inclinations, for Improvement of 


his troubleſome Province, very willingly concurr'd, in. 


«whatever cou'd, on His Part, be of Uſe, to the Expe- 
riment. 


Behold, in this little Detail, from. what Motive, 7: 


hate taken upon me to throw one of the fineſt of French 


Plays u * the Publick, —If my Expectations are not 
ſtrangely 

zobether our Taſte for true 7 regedy is declin'd; or, 
the true Art of Acting it forgotten. 


From the Firſt, I can have nothing to. concluite; but, . 


that my Judgment has been weak, and miftalcen. 


But, if the Laſt proves the Caſe, I ſhall flatter my 


elf, that thoſe Perſons of Quality, from whoſe imagi- 
nary Want of Diſcernment /ome People have not bluſh' 1 


re bERIVE lein Dull Qualitiet, will, in Right r heir 
inſulted 


- 


deceiv'd, it aul be found, by the Event, 
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Przrace 7s the REapeR, 
Infulted Underſtanding, Exact, for the future, 4 


warm, and, toilſome, Exertion, of the Strong and the 
Natural, e at the Cos r of the Lazy, and Affected. 
This would awaken, at once, the Reflexion, of many, 


abo have it in their PowER to be moving, and natural 


Actors; and, by effeFually convincing them, that their 
Preſent Opinion is wrong, bring em over ( for their 
own, and the Publick Advantage) to embrace, and ſuc- 
ceed by, a New one. 

Such a Step, toward reforming the Theatre, wou'd 
draw on, (as a Conſequence) many, of its nobler Im- 
provements—For, where Emotions are keeneft, the De- 
light becomes greateſt ; and, to whatever moſt charms, 


abe, moſt cloſely, adhere ; and, encourage it, moſt ac- 


tively. 

V in tranſlating this excellent Tragedy, I have re- 
garded, in ſome Places, the Soul, and, in others, the 
Letter, of the Original, Monſieur de Voltaire, who 
has made himſelf a very capable Judge, both of our Lan- 
guage, and Cuſtoms, will indulge me that Latitude; 
except, he ſhou'd, in obſerving ſome Alterations I have 
made, in his Names, and his Diction, forget, that their 
Motives are to be found, in the Turn of our National 
Difference. 

After what ] have ſaid of the Playhouſes, it wou'd 
be Injuſtice, not to declare, that I exclude from the 
Cen/ure, of Speaking, or acting, unnaturally, Any One 
of the Perſons, who have been caſt into LARA.— And, 
in particular, I muſt ſay This, of TWO of them; 
that Mr. MiLwarD, who ts already a very excellent, 
and hourly riſing to be an accompliſh'd, Actor, has a 
Voice, that both comprehends, and expreſſes, the ut- 
moſt Compaſs of HARMONY. Aud, Mr. CIBBER, 
diſcerningly, purſued, thro' the numberleſs Extent of his 

alks, is an Actor, of as unlimited a Compare of 
Gen1vs, as ever 1 ſaw on the Stage: and, is, barely, 


receiv'd, as he deſerves, when the Town is moſt fa- 
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LA ͤ PF 
Written by COLLE T CIBBER, Eſq; 


Spoke by Mr. CIB BER. 


HE French, howe'er Mercurial they may ſcem, 
| Extinguiſh half their Fire, by Critic Phlegm e: 
F bile Engliſh Writers Nature's Freedom claim, 
$14 warm their Scenes with an ungovern'd Flame 
is firange that Nature never ſhould inſpire 
[ Racine's Judgment, with a Shakeſpear's Fire 
Have er, to-night—( to promiſe much were loth )- 
Y e a Chance, to have a Taſte of Both. 
om Engliſh Plays, Zara's French Author fra, | 
wonfe/s'd his Muſe, beyond herſelf, inſpir'd; 
rom rack d Othello's Rage, he rais'd his Style, 
$:d ſnatch'd the Brand, that lights this Tragick Pile :. 
ara's Succeſs his utmoſt Hopes outflew, 
Ind a twice twentieth Weeping-Audience drew. 
1 4s for our Engliſh Friend, he haves to you, 

Hate er may ſeem to his Performance due; 

o Views of Gain, his Hopes or Fears engage, 

gives a Child of Leiſure to the Stage: 

illing to try, if yet, forſalen Nature, 

an Charm, with any One remember'd Feature. 

Thus far, the Author ſpeaks but now, the Player, 

ith trembling Heart, prefers his humble Prayer. 
To-nig ht. 
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r. 
Fo-night, the greateſt Venture 'of my Life, 
E Loft, or Sawv/d, as You receive—a Wife : 
Time, you think, may ripen her, to Merit, 
With gentle Smiles, ſupport her waw'ring Spirit. 
Zara in France, at once, an Atreſs raisd, 
Warm'd into Skill, by being kindly. Prais'd : 
O! cou'd ſuch Wonders Here, from Fawour flow, 
How would our Lara's Heart, with Tranſport glow 
But fhe, alas ! by juſter Fears oppreſs'd, 
Begs but your bare Endurance, at the Beſt. 
Her unſtilPd Tongue would fmple Nature peat, 
Nor dares Her Bounds, for falſe Applauſes break. 
Amidſt a thouſand Faults, her beft Pretence 
To pleaſe 7 unpreſuming Innccence. 
When a chaſte Heart's Diſareſ your Grief demands, | 
One ſilent Tear outweighs a thouſand Hands, 
IF [he conveys the pleaſing Paſſions, Rid Hr, 
Guard and Support her, thi? deciſive Night. 
If ſhe mISTAKEs—or, finds her Strength too ſmall, 
Let interpoſing Pity break her Fall. 
In You it reſts, to Save her, or Deſtroy, | 
If She draws Tears from Jou, 1 Weep—for Joy. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED, pe 


As Acted at the Theatre-Royal in Covent-Gardes, 
1752. | 


Oſman, Sultan of Jeruſalem, By Mr. Barry. 


Luſignan, lag of the Blood of. the J. 
Chriſtian Kings of Jeruſalem, Ua Sparks. 


2 4 Slaves to the Sultan. a th — 
Nereſtan, | Mr. Dyer. 
Chatillon, French Offcers. 1 Mr. Uſher. 
Oraſmin, Miniſter to the Sultan, Mr. Ridout, 


Melidor, an Officer in the Seraglto,, Mr. Branſby. 
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ACT 5 S8CENE L 
Zara and Selima, 
Selima. 


Z moves my Wonder, young and 
beauteous Zara, 

Whence theſe new Sentiments in- 
ſpire your Heart! 

Your Peace of Mind increaſes with 
your Charms; 

Tears, now, no longer ſhade your 
8 Eyes ſoft Luſtre: 

Vou meditate, no more, thoſe happy Climes, 

To which Nereſtan will return to guide you: 1 

| au 0 


2 The TaAGRDY of Z ARA. 


Free without Scandal; wiſe, without Reſtraint; 
Their Virtue, due to Nature, not to Fear! 


And free us All, from Slavery! — I own. 


You talk no more of that gay Nation, now, 

Where Men adore their Wives, and Woman's Power 
Draws Rev'rence from a poliſh'd People's Softneſs : 
Their Huſband's Equals; and their Lovers? Queens 


Why have you ceas'd to wiſh this happy Change? 


A barr'd Seraglio! ſad, unſocial Lite! und eve 
Scorn'd, and a Slave! All this has loſt its Terror: Selim 
And Syria rivals, now, the Banks of Seine! Zara. 
Zara. Joys, which we do not know, we do not 
| with ; | | "he Sul 
My Fate's bound in, by Sion's ſacred-V#all ;-- zut my 
Clos'd, from my Infancy, within this Palace, Some th 
Cu/tom has learnt, from Time, the Power to pleaſe x Were fe 
I claim no Share in the remoter World, | eaven 
The Sultan's Property, his Will my Law; Rais'd 1 
Unknowing All, but Him, his Pawer, his Fame; This m. 
To live his Subject, is my only Hope, ' Selim 


Zara 


All, elſe, an empty Dream. 


Selima. Have you forgot : 6 his C. 
, Abſent Nereſtan then? Whoſe gen'rous Friendſhip, Selim 
So nobly vow'd Redemption from-your Chains ! Zara 
How oft Rave you admir'd his dauntleſs Soul! hou b 


O/man, his Conqu'ror, by his Courage, charm'd, 
Truſted his Faith, and, on his Word, releas'd him: 
Tho? not return'd, in Time - we, yet, expect Him. Tro Ho 
Nor had his Noble Journey other Motive, 
Than to procure our Ranſom; And is this, Reaſon, 
This dear, warm, Hope become an idle Dream? Iuſtain 
Zara. Since after two long Vears, he not returns, Rather 
*Tis plain, his Promiſe ſtretch'd beyond his Power: EEmbra 
A Stranger, and a. Slave, unknown like him, No 
Propoſing Much, means Little; — Talks, and vows 
Delighted with a Proſpect of Eſcape: * 
He promis'd to redeem Ten Chriſtians more, 


But, ki 
All Em 


The TRAGEDY of ZARA. i 


Power ¶ onee admir'd ti unprofitable Zeal, 

neſs : ut, now, it charms no longer. 

cens f Selima. What! if yet, 

5 - Ae, faithful, ſhou'd return, and hold his Vow? 
' FWou'd you not, then | 

Zara. No matter Time is paſt ; 

ind every Thing is chang'd 

Selima. But, whence comes This? | i 

Zara. Go—'twere too much, to tell thee Zara's 

Fate; 

he Sultan's Secrets, all, are ſacred here: 

zut my fond Heart delights to mix with Thine.— 

ome three Months paſt, when thou, and other Slaves, 

ere forc'd to quit fair Jordan's flow'ry Bank; 

eaven, to cut ſhort the Anguiſh of my 2% t's 

Rais'd me, to Comfort, by a powerful Hand ! 

This mighty O/man / 

Selima. What of Him ? 

Zora, This Sultan! i 

25 his Conqu'ror of the Chriſtians! loves. 

dip, Selima. Whom? 

2 Zara. Zara! 


hou bluſheſt, and I gueſs, thy Thoughts accuſe me; 


ge? 


"Or: 


lo not 


eaſe x 


nes 


'd, but, know me better ——'twas un} Suſpicion: 

him: Emperor, as he is, I cannot ſtoqp 

Him. Fro Honours, that bring Shame and Baſeneſs with, 
em: 

jv Reaſon, and Pride, thoſe Props of Modeſty, 

eam? BSuſtain my guarded Heart, and ſtrengthen Virtue z 

turns, ¶ Rather than fink to Infamy, let Chains N 


wer = Embrace me, with a Joy; ſuch Love denies : - | 
No———I ſhall, now, aſtonifh thee ;—— His Greats. 
Vows neſs | : | 


Submits, to own a pure, and honeſt Flame; 
Among the ſhining Crowds, which live, to. pleaſe 
hi 


"OI 
4 His whole Regard is fix'd on Me, alone: . 
| 5 He 


1 The TRACGTDT of ZARA, 


He offers Marriage——and its Rites, now, walts. W+11.- afte 

To crown me Empreſs of this Eaſtern World. Wd lent | 

Selima. Your Virtue, and your Charms, deſerve pr me, , 

. ft - hy Chrif 

My Heart is not ſurpris'd, but ſtruck, to hear it; It, far f. 

If, to be Empreſs, can compleat your Happineſs, Inis Croſ 

J rank myſelf, with Joy, among your Slaves. rikes th 

Zara. Be, ſtill, my Equal——and enjoy my Ble( onour, 

5 ſings: | hoſe La 

For, Thou partaking, they will bleſs Me more. felt Nat 

Selina, Alas! but Heaven! will it permit thi .;6.,.. 

5 Marriage? Selima. 
Will not this Grandeur, falſely, call'd a Bliſs, 

Plant Bitterneſs, and root it, in your Heart? y will 

Have you forgot, you are of Chriſtian Blood ? ho owe 

Zara. Ah me! what haſt thou ſaid? Why wou' dit Zara. 

thou, thus, 


Recal my wav'ring Thoughts ?—How know I, what, 
Or whence I am? Heaven kept it, hid, in Darkneſs, 
ConceaPd me from myſelf, and from my Blood. 
Selima. Nereftan, who was born a Chnitian, here 
Aſſerts, that You, like Him, had Chriftian Parents ;hpq wit 
Befides—Tat Croſs, which, from your Infant Vears, Hants R. 
Has been preſerv'd, was found upon your Boſom, BK... th 
As if deſign'd, by Heaven, a Pledge of Faith, vont 


rhaps, 
t Ona 
hank, « 


Due to the God, you purpoſe to forſake! | JW. mai 
Zara. Can my fond Heart, on ſuch a feebleProof, ine, t. 
Embrace a Faith, abhorr'd by him I love? s Wr 


I ſee, too plainly, Cuſtom forms us All; _ _ [alk no 
Our Thoughts, our Morals, our moſt fix'd Belief, o 
Are Conſequences of our Place of .Birth : bs 
Born beyond Ganges, J had been a Pagan 3. Nfenſive 
In France, a Chriſtian;— I am, here, a Saracen . as 2 
Tis but Inffruction, all! Our Parents? Hand ove ne 
Writes, on our Heart, the firſt, faint. Characters, iouthi 
Which Time, re-tracing, deepens into Strength, Et, hac 
That nothing can efface, but Death, or Heaven! Pom'd 
Thou wert not made a.Pris'ner in this Place, Till 
8 : 
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; after Reaſon, borrowing Force from Years, 
Jad lent its Luſtre, to enlighten Faith ; — 
pr me, who in my Cradle was their Slave, 
hy Chriſtian Doctrines were, too lately, taught me: 
t, far from having loſt the Rev'rence due, 
is Croſs, as often as it meets my Eye, 
rikes thro' my Heart a kind of awful Fear! 
Bleſſhonour, from my Soul, the Chriſtian Laws, 
hoſe Laws, which, ſoft'ning Nature, by Humanity, 
elt Nations into Brotherhood; no doubt, 
iſtians are happy; and, tis juſt to love 'em. 
Selima. Why have you, then, declar'd yourſelf 
their Foe ? [ man's? 
y will you join your Hand, with this proud Q/- 
ho owes his Triumphs to the Chriſtian's Ruin! 
Zara. Ah! I ha could ſlight the Offer of his 
Heart? | 
2 for I mean to tell thee all my Weakneſs; 
rhaps, I had, ere now, profeſs'd Thy Faith, 
t O/man loud me——and Ive 4% it All: — 
hink, on none, but O/mar my pleas'd Heart, 
IPd with the Blefling, to be lov'd, by Him, | 
ants Room for other Happineſs ;:——Place thou, 
fore thy Eyes, his Merit, and his Fame, 
s Youth, yet, blooming but in Manhood's Dawn! 
Ow. many conquerd Kings have ſwell'd his Pow'r! 
ink, too, how lovely! how his Brow becomes 
is Wreath of early Glories!— Oh! my Friend! 
alk not of a Scepter, which he gives me: 
to be charm'd wath That, were Thanks, 
too humble! | | 
Menſive Tribute, and, too poor, for Love! 
was O/man, won my Heart, not O/mar's Crown: 
ove not, in Him, aught, beſides Himſelf. 
ers, ou think'ſt, perhaps, that theſe are ſtarts of Paſſion ; 
th, Ft, had the Will of Heav'n, leſs bent to bleſs him, 
nr: Þom'd O/na to my Chains, and Me, to fill 


"Ul, The 


t th 


ou'dſt 


what 
kneſs, 
d. 


here 
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The Throne, that O/man fits on—Ruin and Wretc| 


edneſs, | 
Catch and conſume my Wiſhes, but I wou'd 


T can | 
Tincon 


Hence 
"To raiſe me, to my /elf, deſcend to Him. Bat, E 
Selima. Hark! the wiſh'd Muſic ſounds !—— Taugh 
he—— he comes {Exit Selim Hence 
Zara. My Heart prevented him, and found hi -The 1 
near: | . Yet, a 
Abſent, two whole long Days, the ſlow-pac'd Houſ p be. vl 
At laſt, is come—and gives him, to my Wiſhes! Glory, 
Enter Oſman, reading a0 er, which he re-delivi e 
5 to min, 0% 
O/man. Wait my Return — or, ſhou'd there | The} 
a Cauſe, The p- 
That may require my Prefence do not fear I 1... 
To enter ever mindful, that my Own Jo uu 
| [Exit Oraſm Nobly 
Follows my Peoples Happineſs. At length, And d. 
Cares have releas'd my Heart to Love, and Zar My 7- 
Zara. "Twas not in cruel Abſence, to depnve ni «117 5; 
Of your Imperial Image——every where, Jn 
You reign, triumphant: Memory ſupplies 91 
Reflexion, with your Pow'r; and you, like Heave Too x 
Are always preſent and are, —_ gracious, 
O/man. The Sultans, my great Anceſtors, | O/m 


| queath'd _ Fr 

Their Empire to me, but their Taſte they gave n That v 
Their Laws, their Lives, their Loves, delight not mi 1 qc,» 
T know, our Prophet ſmiles, on am'rous Wiſhes; To Y 
And opens a wide Field, to vaſt Deſire: 
I know, that, at my Will, I might poſſeſs; If wh 


That, waſting Tenderneſs, in wild Profuſion, Nur 
I might look down, to my ſurrounded Feet, 22 
And bleſs contending Beauties. I might ſpeak Zar, 
Serenely ſlothful, from within my Palace, Can, f 
And bid my Pleaſure be my People's Law. What 


But, ſweet, as Softneſs 15, its End is cruel; Pardon 
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can look round, and count a Hundred Kings, 
Tnconquer'd, by themſelves, and Slaves to others: 
Hence was Feru/alem, to Chriſtians, loſt ; 

But, Heaven, to blaſt that unbelieving Race, 
"Taught me, to be a King, by thinking like one. 
Hence, from the diſtant Euxine, to the Nile, 

"The Trumpet's Voice has wak'd the World to War; 
Yet, amidſt Arms, and Death, hy Power has reach'd 
For, thou diſdain'ſt, like me, a languid Love; [me: 
Glory, and Zara, join and charm, together. 
Ae Zara. I hear at once, with Bluſhes, and, with Joy, 
| This Paſſion, ſo unlike your Country's Cuſtoms. 

O/man. Paſſion, like mine, diſdains my Country's 
here The Jealouſy, the Faintneſs, the Diſtruſt, [Cuſtoms, 
The proud, ſuperior, Coldneſs, of the Eaſt: 


fear I know to love yon, Zara, with Eſteem; 

To uuſt your Vertue, and to court your Soul, 
Iraſm Nobly confiding, I unveil my Heart, 
gth, And dare inform you, that, *tis All your own: 
d Zar My Toys muit, All, be yours — only my Cares 


rive 1 Shall lie, conceal'd, within and reach not Zara. 
Zara. Oblig'd, by this Exceſs of Tenderneſs, 
How low, how wretched, was the Lot of Zara / 


Heavell Too poor with aught, but Thanks, to pay ſuch 

cious. Bleſſings! 

TS, UL O/man. Not /o I love——and wou'd be lov'd, 
_ Let me confeſs it, I poſſeſs a Soul, [again 

ph That what it wiſhes, wiſhes, ardentiy. 

not m 


* i ſhou'd believe, you hated, had you Power 

iſhes; To love, with Moderation: *Tis my Aim, 

In every Thing, to reach ſupreme Perfection. 

| If, with an equal Flame, I touch your Heart, 

n, Marriage attends your Smile — but know, *twill make 

Me wretched, if it makes not Zara happy. | 

Zara. Ah! Sir, if ſuch a Heart, as gen'rous O/- 

Can, from my Will, ſubmit to take its' Bliſs, [mar's, 

What Mortal, ever, was decreed ſo happy! 

Pardon the Pride, with which I own my Joy; 


Thus 7 ö 
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Thus, wholly, to poſſeſs the Man, I love! 
Jo know, and to confeſs, his Will my Fate! 
2 — the happy Work of his dear Hands! 
To be 


Enter Oraſmin. 
Oſman, Already interrupted! What? 
Who? Whence ? 


Ora/min, This Moment, Sir, there is arriv'd 


That Chriſtian Slave, who, licens'd, on his Faith, 


Went hence, to France——and, now return'd, 
Audience. 


Zara. [ Aſide.] O! Heaven! 
Qſinan. Admit him | 
__ Ora/min. He waits, without? No Chriftian dares 
approach 
This Place, long ſacred to the Sultan's Privacies. 
O/nan, Go—bring him with thee—Monarchs, 
like the Sun, 
Shine but in vain, unwarming, if unfeen ; 
With Forms, and Rev'rence, let the Great approach 
Not the Unhappy; Every Place, alike, ſus; 
Gives the Diſtreſs'd a Privilege to enter. 
I think, with Horror, on theſe dreadful Maxims, 
Which harden Kings, inſenſibly, to Tyrants. 


Re-enter Oraſmin, with Nereſtan. 


Nere/tan. Imperial Sultan! honour'd, even by Foes ! 
See me, return'd, regardful of my Vow, 
And, punctual, to diſcharge a Chriſtian's Duty: | 
I bring the Ranſom of the Captive, Zara, 
Fair Selima, the Partner of her Fortune, 
And of Ten Chriſtian Captives, Pris'ners, here. 
You promis'd, Sultan, if I ſhou'd return, 
To grant their rated Liberty ;=——Behold, 
I am return'd, and they are yours no more. 


I wou'd have ftretch'd my Purpoſe, to My/elf, 


prays) 


But 


[not — 
What? — Why comes he 


But 
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But Fortune has deny'd it; My poor All 
Suffic'd, no further; and a noble Poverty 
Is, now, my whole Poſſeſſion: I redeem 
The promis'd Chriſtians; for I taught em Hope. 
But, for myſelf, I come, again, your Slave, 
'To wait the fuller Hand of future Chanty. 
O/man. Chriſtian! I muſt confefs, thy Courage 
charms me; 
But let thy Pride be taught, it treads too high, 
When it preſumes to climb, above my Mercy. 
Go, ranſomleſs, thyſelf—— and carry back 
Their unaccepted Ranſoms, join'd with Gifts, 
Fit to reward thy Purpoſe: —— Inſtead of Ten, 
Demand a Hundred Chriſtians ; they are thine: 
Take 'em and bid *em teach their haughty Country, 
They left ſome Virtue, among Saracens. 
Be Laſignan, alone, excepted He, 
Who boaſts the Blood of Kings, and dares lay Claim 
'Fo My Feri ſalem That Claim his Guilt! . 
Such is the Law of States, had I been vanquiſh'd, 
Thus had He ſaid of Me: I mourn his Lot, 
Who muſt, in Fetters, loſt to Day-light, pine, 
And ſigh away old Age, in Grief, and Pain. 
For Zara— but to name her, as a Captive, 
Were to diſhonour Language; ſhe's a Prize, 
Above my Purchaſe; All the Chriſtian Realms, 
With all their Kings to guide em, wou'd unite 
In vain, to force her from me, — G0, retire 
Nere/tan, For Zara's Ranſom, with her own Conus 
ſent, TRE 
I had your Royal Word 
Unhappy, poor, old Man 
O/man, Was I not heard? 
Have I not told thee, Chriſtian, all my Will? 
What, if I prais'd thee! —This preſumptuous Virtue, 
Compelling my Eſteem, provokes my Pride: 
Be gone——and, when to-morrow's Sun ſhall riſe 
On my Dominions, be not found——too near me. 


[Exit Nereſtan, 
B Zara: 


1 


— 


For Luſignan 


—— — — 


Strike high enough, to reach your noble Heart. 


* 
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Zara. [Afide.] Aft him, Heaven ! 3 
O/man, Zara, retire a Moment | s 
Aſſume, throughout my Palace, Sovereign Empire, 1 


 WhileI give Orders, to prepare the Pomp, 


That waits, to crown the Miſtreſs of my Throne: 
[Leads her out, and era 

Oraſmi n] didſt thou mark th imperious Slave? 

What cou'd he mean —he ſigh'd— and, as he went, 

Turn'd, and look'd back at Zara did'ſt thou mark 

— it? 
Oraſinin. Alas! my Sovereign Maſter! let not 
- Jealouſy 


A 


O/manr.Jealouiy, ſaid'ſt thou? I diſdain it No! 
Diſtruſt is poor; and a miſplac'd Suſpicion ; 
Invites, and juſtifies, the Falſhood fear'd. 
Yet, as I love with Warmth So, I cad hate! 
But, Zara, is above Piiguiſe and Art: 
My Love is ſtronger, nobler, than my Power. 
Tealous !——] was not Jealous —— It I was, 
I am not—no—my Hezrt—but, let us drown 
Remembrance of the Word, and of the Image : 
My Heart is fill'd with a diviner Flame. 
Go——and prepare for the app oaching Napdals; 
Zara to careful Empire joins Delight. 
I muſt allot one Hour to 'I houghts of State, 
Then, all the ny Day 1s Love, and Zara's. 
[Exit Oraſmin. 
Monarchs, by Forms of pompous Miſery, preſs'd, 
In proud, unſocial Solitude, unbleſs'd, | 
Wou'd, but for Love's ſoft Influence, curſe their 
Throne, 
And, % crowded Millions, live, alone. 


pr F#. 1 a _ 


End .of the Firſt 43. 


ACT 


5 


' Flows, mix'd, a bitter Sadneſs 
To ſave, from their ee was a young Beauty, 
4 . : - . . 
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FFF 


Ker e 
Nereſtan, Chatillon. 


ee ! Generous, and Great! 

You, who have broke the Chains of hopes 
| leſs Slaves! 

You, Chriſtian Saviour! by a Saviour ſent! 

Appear, be known, enjoy your due Delight; 

The grateful Weepers wait, to claſp your Knees, 


They throng, to. kiſs the happy Hand, that ſav'd em: 


indulge the kind Impatience of their Eyes, 
And, at their Head, command their Hearts, for ever. 
Nere/tan. IIl uſtrious Chatillun ! this Praiſe o'er- 
| whelms me; | 
What have I done, beyond a Chriſtian's Duty? 
Beyond, what You wou'd, in my Place, have done? 
Chatillon, Trae It is ev'ry honeſt Chriſtian's 
Nay, *tis the Bleſſing of ſuch Minds as ours, [Duty ; 
For others? Good to ſacrifice our own. | 
Yet, happy they, to whom Heav'n grants the Power, 


To execute, like you, the Duty's Call! 


For us the Relicks of abandon'd War, 

Forgot in France, and, in Jeru/alem, 

Left, to grow old, in Fetters ;, <>» Q/nar's Father 

Confizn'd us to the Gloom of a damp Dungeon, 

Where, but for you, we muſt have groan'd out Life; 

And native France have bleſs'd our Eyes no more. 
Nere/tan, The Will of Gracious Heaven, that 
ſoften'd O/man, 

Inſpir'd me, for your Sakes; 


But, with our Joy, 
J had hop'd, 


Who, 
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Who, in her Infant Innocence, with me, 

Was made a Slave by cruel Neradin; 

When, ſprinkling Syria, with the Blood of Chriſtians, 

Ce/area's Walls ſaw Lufignan, ſurpris'd, | 

And the proud Creſcent riſe, in bloody Triumph: 

From this Seragho, having, young, efcap'd, - 

Fate, Three Years ſince, reſtor'd me to my Chains; 

Then, ſent to Paris, on my plighted Faith, 

I flatter'd my fond Hope, with vain Reſolves, 

To guide the lovely Zara, to that Court, 

Where Lewis has eftabliſh'd Virtue's Throne. 

But O/marn wilt detain her yet, not Oſinan; 

Zara, herſelf, forgets ſhe is a Chriſtian, 

And loves the Tyrant Sultan! Let that paſs: 

I mourn a Diſappointment, ſtill, more cruel; 

The Prop of all our Chriſtian Hope is loſt! 

 Chatiilon. Diſpoſe me, at your Will 
own. 

Nereſtan. Oh, Sir, great Lufignan, ſo long, their 
'That laſt, of an Heroic Race of Kings! [Captive, 
That Warrior! whoſe paſt Fame has fill'd the World! 
O/man refuſes, to my Sighs, for ever! 

Chatillon, Nay, then, we have been all redeem'd, 

in vain; 
Periſh that Soldier, who wou'd quit his Chains, 


And leave his noble Chief, behind, in Fetters. 


Alas! you know him not, as I have known him; 
Thank Heav'n, thatplac'd your Birth, ſo far, remov'd, 
From thoſe deteſted Days of Blood, and Woe; 

But I, leſs happy, was condemn'd to fee 

Thy Walls, Feru/alem, beat down and all 


Our pious Fathers' Labours loſt, in Ruins! 
' Heav'n! had you ſeen the very Temple rifled! 


The ſacred Sepulchre, itſelf, profan'd! 

Fathers with Children, mingled, flame together! 
And our laſt us oppreſs'd, by Age, and Arms, 
Murder d and bleeding, o' er his murder'd Sons! 
Then, Lu/ignan, ſole Remnant of his Race, 


Rallying 


I am your 
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Rallying our fated Few, amidſt the Flames, 
Fearleſs, beneath the Cruſh of falling Towers, 
The Conqu'rors, and the Conquer'd, Grones, and 


Death ! 
Dreadful——and, waving in his Hand, his Sword, 
Red, with the Blood of Infidels cry'd out, 
This Way, ye faithful Chriſtians! follow Me 
Nereſtan. How full of Glory was that brave Retreat! 
Chatillon, *T'was Heav'n, no doubt, that ſav'd, 
and led him on; 
Pointed his Path; and march'd our Guardian Guide: 
We reach'd Cz/area there, the general Voice 
Choſe Lu/ignan, thenceforth, to give us Laws; 
Alas! *twas vain Ce/area cou'd not ſtand, 
When Sion's Self was fall'n! we were betray' d; 
And Lufjgnan condemn'd, to Length of Life, 
In Chains, and Damps, and Darkneſs, and Deſpair: 
Yet, Great, amidſt his Miſeries, he look'd, 
As if he could not feel his Fate, himſelf, 
But, as it reach'd his Followers: And ſhall we, 


For whom our gen'rous Leader ſuffer'd This, 


Be, vilely, ſafe? and dare be bleſs'd, without him? 

Nere/tan. Oh! I ſhou'd hate the Liberty, he ſhar'd 
I knew, too well, the Miſeries, you deſcribe, [not: 
For I was born, amidſt em Chains, and Death, 
Cz/area loſt, and Saracens, triumphant, 
Were the firſt Objects, which my Eyes &er look'd on. 
Hurried, an Infant, among other Infants, 
Snatch'd, from the Boſoms of their bleeding Mothers, 
A Temple ſav'd us, till the Slaughter ceas'd; 
Then, were we ſent to this ill-fated City, . 
Here, in the Palace of our former Kin 
To learn, from Saracens, their hated Faith, 
And be completely wretched. Zara, too, 
Shar'd this Captivity; we, both, grew up, 
So near each other, that a tender Friendſhip 
Endear'd her to my Wiſhes: My fond Heart 
Pardons its Weakneſs! bleeds, to ſee her loſt, 
And, for a barb'rous Tyrant, quit her God! 

: B 3 | Chat illan. 
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Chatillen. Such is the Saracens, too fatal, Policy? 
Watchful Seducers, ſtill, of Infant — 
1 that Yow, ſo young, eſcap'd their Hands 
But, let us think May not this Zara's Int'reſt, 
Loving the Sultan, and, by him belov'd, 
For Lu/ignan procure ſome ſofter Sentence ? 
The Wile, and Juſt, with Innocence, may draw _ 
Their own Advantage, from the Guilt of others. 
een How ſhall J gain Admiſſion to her Pre- 
ence ? 
O/man has baniſh'd me but That's a "Trifle ; 
Will the Seragho's Portals open to me? : 
Or, cou'd J find That, eaſy, to my Hopes, 
What Proſpect of Succeſs, from an Apoſtate? 
On whom I cannot look, without Piſdain; 
And who will read her Shame, upon my Brow? 
The hardeſt Trial of a gen'rous Mind 
Is, to court Favours, from a Hand it ſcorns. 
Chatillon. Think, it is Laſignan, we ſeek ta. ſerve. 
 Nereſtan. Well — It ſhall attempted — Hark! 
who's this? 
er falſe? or, is it, really, ne. 
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0 3 not, my worthy Friend! I come, to 
0 


you; 
The Sultan has — it; fear nothing: — 


But, to confirm my Heart, Which trembles, un 


Soften that angry Air, nor look Reproach ; 
Why ſhould: we fear each other, Both, mi | 
Aſſociates, from our Birth, one Priſon: held 1 us, 
One Friendſhip-taught Affliction, to be calm; 
Till Heav'n ahiod he fit to favour your. Eſcape, 
And call you to the Fields of happier France; 
Thence, onee again, it was my Lot to ſind you, 
A Pris'ner here; where, hid, amongſt a Crowd 
Of undiſtinguiſ d Slaves, with leſs Reſtraint, 

I ſhar'd your frequent Converſe. 


n 


The TRAEDY of ZARA. 31 


It pleas'd your Pity, ſhall L ſay your Friendſhip? 

Or, rather, ſhall I call it generous Charity ? 

To form that noble Purpoſe, to redeem 

Diſtreſsful Zara you procur'd my Ranſom, 

And, with a Greatneſs, that out-ſoar'd a Crown, 

Return'd, Yourſelf a Slave, to give Me Freedom! 

But Heaven has caſt our Fate, for different Climes; 

Here, in Feru/alem, I fix, for ever: 

Yet, among all the Shine, that marks my Fortune, 

I ſhall, with frequent Tears, remember yours; 

Your Goodneſs will, for ever, ſooth my Heart, 

And keep your Image, ſtill, a Dweller, there. 

Warm'd, by your great Example, to protect 

That Faith, that lifts Humanity, ſo high, 

Fl be a Mother to diftreſsful Chrifttans. | 
Nereſtan. How |!——— protect the Chniſtians! 

You, who can | 


Abjure their ſaving Truth! ——and, coldly, ſee 


Great Laſignan, their Chief, die flow, in Chains? ; 


Zara. To bring him Freedom, you behold me here, 
You will, this Moment, meet his Eyes, in Joy: 
Chatillon. Shall I, then live, to bleſs that happy 

bi Hour ? [Zara ? 

Nereftan. Can Chriſtians owe, ſo dear a Gift, to 
Zara. Hopeleis, I gather'd Courage, to intreat 
The Sultan, for his Laberty Amaz'd, 

So ſoon, to gain the Happineſs, I wiſh'd'! 

See! where they bring the good, old Chief, grown dim, 

With Age, by Pain, and Sorrows, haſten'd on! | 

| Chatter. How is my Heart diffolv'd, with ſudden 
O | 


Zara. I long to view his venerable Face, 

But Tears, I know not why, eclipſe my Sight! 
I feel, methinks, redoubled Pity for him; 

But I, alas! myſelf, have been a Slave; 

And, when we pity Woes, which we have felt, 
Tis but a partial Virtue! 7 N 


© WG Nereſtan. 
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Nereſtan. Amazement! - Whence this Greatneſs, 
in an Infidel! | 


Enter Luſignan, led in by twa Guards. 

Lufignan, Where am II What forgiven Angel's 

Has calld me, to reviſit long-loſt Day ? [ Voice 
Am 1 with Chriſtians?— I am weak—forgive me, 


And guide my trembling Steps? I'm full of Years, 


Yet, Misery has worn me, more than Age. 

[Seating himjelf.] Am IJ, in Truth, at Liberty? 
Chatillon. You are; 

And every Chriſlian's Grief takes end, with yours. 
Lufignan. O, Light!—O! dearer, far, than Light! 

' that Voice! 33 

Chatillon! is it you my Fellow Martyr! 

And, ſhall our Wretchedneſs, indeed, have end? 

In what Place are we, now — my feeble Eyes, 

Piſus'd to Daylight, long, in vain, to find you. 
Chatilloy. This was the Palace of your Royal Fa- 

Tis now, the Son of Noradir's Seraglio. [thers, 
Zara. The Maſter of this Place the mighty C 

Diſtinguiſhes, and loves to cheriſh, Virtue; nan! 

This gen'rous Frenchman, yet, a Stranger to you, 


Prawn from his Native Soil, from Peace, and Reſt, 


Brought the vow'd Ranſoms of 'Ten Chriſtian Slaves, 

Himſelf, contented, to remain a Captive: 

But O/mar, charm'd by Greatneſs, like his own, 

To equal, what he low'd, has giv'n him, You. 
Lufignan. So, gen'rous Frence inſpires her ſocial 

They have been, ever, dear, and uſeful to me! [Sons! 

Wou'd I were nearer to him Noble Sir! : 

| {Nereſtan approaches. 

How have I merited, that you, for me, 

Shou'd paſs ſuch diſtant Seas, to bring me Bleſſings, 

And hazard your own Safety, for my Sake? 
Nereftan. My Name, Sir, is Nereſtan— Born, in Syria, 

I wore the Chains of Slav'ry, from my Birth; 

Till, quitting the proud Creſcent, for the 2 

— cre 
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Where warlike Lewis reigns, beneath his Eye, 
I learnt the Trade of Arms: The Rank, I hold, 
Was but the kind Diſtinction, which he gave me, 


To tempt my Courage, to deſerve Regard. 


Your Sight, unhappy Prince, wou'd charm his Eye; 


That Beſt, and Greateſt Monarch, will behold, 
With Grief, and Joy, thoſe venerable Wounds, 


And print Embraces, where your Fetters bound you; 


i 
: 


f 


A 


+ | 


! You, gen'rous Witneſſes of my laſt Hour, 
While I yet live, aſſiſt my humble Prayers, 


r 


Fa 


All Paris will revere the Croſs's Martyr 4 


Paris, the Refuge, ſtill, of ruin'd Kings! 
Lufignan. Alas! In Times, long paſt, I've een its 


1 ˖ 
When Philip, the Victorious, liv'd 


I fought, 
Abreaſt, with Montmorency, and Melun, 


| D'Eftaing, De Neile, and the far-famous Courcy ;— 


Names, which were, then, the Praiſe, and Dread, 
But, what have I to do, at Paris, nw? [of War! 
I ſtand upon the Brink of the cold Grave; 

That way, my Journey lies — to find, I hope, 
The King of Kings, and move Remembrance, there, 
Of all my Woes, long: ſuffer'd, for his Sake. 


And join the Reſignation of my Soul. 


: Nereftan! Chatillon! and you——fair Mourner! 
: Whoſe Tears do Honour to an old Man's Sorrows! 


Pity a Father, the unhappieſt, ſure ! 


That ever felt the Hand of angry Heaven! 
My Eyes, tho' dying, ſtill, can furniſh Tears: 
Half my long Life a flow'd, and, ſtill, a/ flow! 


A Daughter, and three Sons, my Heart's proud Hopes, 
Were, all, torn from me, in their tend'reſt Years; 
y Friend Chatillon knows, and can remember 
Chatillon, Wow'd I were able, to forget your Woe, 
Lufgnan. Thou wert a Pris'ner, with me, in Cæ- 
area, 
nd, there, beheld'ſt my Wife, and Two dear Sons 
Periſh, in Flames — They did not ce the Grave, 
7 5 Their 
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Their Foes wou'd have deny cm !—T beheld it; 
Huſband! and Father! helpleſs, I beheld it! 
Deny'd the mournful Privilege, to die! hp 
If ye are Saints in Heaven, as, ſure! ye are! 
Look, with an Eye of Pity, on That Brother, 
That Siſter, whom you left !— if I have, yet, 
Or Son, or Daughter : for, in early Chains, 
Far from their loſt, and unaſſiſting Father, 
I heard, that they were ſent, wit Numbers more, 
To this Seraglio; hence to be diſpers'd, | 
In nameleſs Remnants, o'er the Eaſt, and ſpread | 
Our Chriſtian Miſeries, round a Faithleſs World. | 
Chatillon. TWas true for, in the Horrors of 
that Day, ; 
I ſnatch'd your Infant Daughter, from her Cradle; 
But, AN ev'ry Hope of Flight was vain, ; 


- 0 
4 
1 
+ 


=. 


| Scarce had I ſprinkled, from a publick Fountain, | T1 
Thoſe ſacred Bros: which waſh the Soul from Sin; 

When, from my bleeding Arms, fierce Saracens = 2 
Forc'd the loſt Innocent, who, ſmiling, lay, = 
And pointed, playful, at the ſwarthy Spoilers! | ” 
With Her, your youngeſt, then, your ny Son, 1 < 15 
Whoſe little Life had reach'd the fourth, fad Vear, W 


And, juſt, giv'n Senſe, to feel his own Misfortunes, | 8 
Was order d to this City. rr. 
. Nereſtan. I, too, hither, | 
Juſt, at that fatal Age, from loſt Cæſarea, | 
Came, in that Crowd of undiſtinguiſh'd Chriſtians.— 
Lufignan. You ?P—— came You thence? Alas | 
who knows but you 
Might, heretofore, have ſeen my Two, poor Children 
[Looking up.] Hah! Madam! that ſmall Ornament 
ou wear, 
Its Form a Stranger to this Country- 8 Faſhion, 
How long has it been yours ? 
Zara. From my firſt Breath, Sir 
Ah! What! you ſeem ſurpris'd — mnoule 
This move you! 
Luſignan 


—— 
. 


ts; 


1 
8 
4 
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f 


— 
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Lufgna 
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Luy/ignan. Wou'd you confide it to my trembling 
Hands? 

Zara. To what new Wonder, am I now reſery'd ?: 
Oh! Sir, what mean you ? 

Luſignan. Providence! and Heaven! 
O, failing Eyes ! deceive ye not my. Hope ? 
Can this be poſſible : Ves, yes — tis She! 
This little Croſs I know it, by ſure Marks; 
On! take me, Heav'n! while I can die with Joy 

Zara. Ol do not, Sir, diſtract me! —riſing Thouglits, 


And Hopes, and F ears, o erwhelm me! 


Luft, gnan. Tell me, yet, 

Has it remain'd, for ever, in your Hands? 

What! — goth, brought Captives, from Cæsſarea hither? 
Zara. Both, both [ther ?: 
Nereſtan. Oh, Heaven! have I then found a Fa- 
Laſignan. Their Voice! their Looks! 

The _ Images of their dear Mother ! 

O, Thou! who, thus, canſt bleſs my Life's laſt Sand! 

Strengthen my Heart, too feeble for this Joy. 

Madam ! Nereftan /—Help me, Chatillon! | Rifi "g +- 

Nereſtan if thou ought'ſt to own that Name, 

Shines there, upon thy Breaſt, a noble Scar, 

Which, ere Cæſarea fell, from a fierce Hand, 


| Surpriſing us, by Night, my Child receiv'd ? 


Nere/tan. Bleis'd Hand! 
the Mark is there ! 
Lufignan, Merciful Heaven! 
Nereſtan. [ Knecling.] O, Sir lO, Zara, kneel.— 


I bear it, Si 


Zara. | Knceling.] My Father? Oh ! 
Luſignan. O, My loſt Children! 
Both. Oh! bracing you, 


Lujignan. My Son! my Daughter! Loſt, in em- 
IL wou'd, now, die, left this ſhould prove a Dream. 
Chatillm, How touch'd is my. glad Hear:, to ſeo” 
their Joy 
Lufh guan. Again, I find you— dear, in Wrached- 
neſs e. | | 8 
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O, my brave Son—and, Thou, my nameleſs Daugh- | 
Now, diſſipate all Doubt, remove all Dread; [ ter! 
Has Heaven, that gives me back my Children 
iv'n 'em, 
| Such, as loſt em? Come they, Chriſtians, to me ?— 
1 One weeps—and one declines a conſcious Eye ! | 
v8 Your Silence ſpeaks Too well I underſtand it. 
| Zara. I cannot, Sir, deceive you—Q/mar's Laws: | 
Were mine—and O/man is not Chriſtian, 
Luſjgnan. oy my miſguided Child !—at that ſad 
ord, | 
The little Life, yet mine, had left me, quite, | 
But that my Death might fix thee, loſt, for ever. 8. 
Full ſixty Vears, I fought the Chriſtians' Cauſe, 
Saw their doom'd Temple fall, their Power deſtroy d: 
Twenty, a Captive, in a Dungeon's Depth, | 
Yet, never, for myſelf, my Tears ſought Heaven; 
All, for my Children, roſe my fruitlefs Prayers: 
Yet, what avails a Father's wretched Joy ? 
I have a Daughter gain'd, and Heav/n an Enemy, | 
But, tis my Guile, not her's Thy Father's Priſon | 
Depriv'd thee of thy Faith—yet, do not loſe it. 
Reclaim thy Birthright— Think upon the Blood 
Of Twenty Chniflian Kings, that fills thy. Veins; 
Tis Heroes' Blood the Blood of Saints, and Mar- 
| tyrs | b 
What wou'd thy Mother feel, to fee thee, thus? | 
She, and thy murder'd Brothers /———Think, they 
call thee ; | 5 
Think, that thou ſee'ſtꝰ em, ſtretch their bloody Arms, 
And — to win thee, from their Murderers' Bo- | 
om. 
Ev*n, in the Place, where thou betray'# thy God, 
He yd, my Child, to ſave thee. — Turm thy Eyes, 
And ſee; for thou art zear, his ſacred Sepulchre ; 
Thou can'ſt not move a Step, but where He rod! 
Thou tremblet——Oh ! it me to thy Soul; 


Kill not thy aged, thy afflicted Father; 
Takt d 
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Take not, thus ſoon, again, the Life thou gav'ſt him; 


Shame not thy Mother—nor betray thy God. 
Tis paſt Repentance dawns, in thy ſweet Eyes; 
I fee bright 'Truth, deſcending to thy Heart, 
And, now, my long-loſt Child, 1s found, for ever. 
Nereſtan. O! doubly bleſs*d! a Siſter, and a Soul, 
To be redeem'd, together ! > | 
Zara, O! my Father! 
Dear Author of my Life! inform me, teach me, 
What ſhou'd my Duty do? 
Lu/ignan. By one ſhort Word, 
To dry up all my Tears, and make Life welcome, 
Say, thou art Chriſtian 
Zara. Sir— — Ia a Chriſtian, 
Lufjgnan. Receive her, gracious Heaven! and bleſs 
her, for it. 


Enter Oraſmin, 


Oraſ/min. Madam, the Sultan order'd me, to tell 
That he expects, you, inſtant, quit this Place, you, 
And bid your laſt Farewell, to theſe vile Chriſtians 
You, Captive Frenchmen, follow me; -for you, 

It is my "Taſk, to anſwer. 

Chatillon. Still, new Miſenes ! 

How cautious Man fhou'd be, to fay, Pm happy! 

Lufignan. Theſe are the Times, when Men of Vir- 

tue, prove, {my 
That, *tis the Mind, not Blood, inſures their Firm- 

Zara. Alas! Sir Oh! 

Lufignan. O, you! I dare not name you: 
Farewell but, come what may, beſure, remember, 
You keep the fatal Secret! for the reſt, 

Leave all to Heaven,. be faithful, and be bleſt. 


End of the Second Aft, 
ACT 
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Kerr. SCENE 1. 
Oſman, and Oraſmin. 


Oſman. RASMIN! this Alarm was falſe, and 


groundleſs; ; 
3 no longer, turns his Arms, on Me. | 
The French, grown weary, by a Lengti of Woes, 
Wiſh not, at once, to quit their fruitiul Plains, 
And famiſh, on Arabia's deſart Sans. 
Their Ships, tis true, have ſpread de Syrian Seas; 
And Lewis, hovering, o'er the Coalt of Cy privs, 
Alarms the Fears of Aba; z But, I've learnt, 
That, ſteering wide, from our unmenac'd Ports, 
He points his Thunder, at th' Egyptian Shore. 
There, let him war, and waite %% Enemies; 
Their mutal Conflict will but fx my Throne. 
Releaſe thoſe Chiiitians 


*Fran{port *em, at my Coaſt, to ind their King; 
I wiſh, to have him Aua me: Carry thither, 
This L»fgnan, whom, tell him, I reſtore, 

Becauſe 1 cannot fear his Fame in Arms; . 
But love him, for his Virtue, and his Blood. 

Tell him, my Father having conquer'd, twice, 
Condemu'd him to perpetual Chains; but I 


Have ſet him free, that I might triumph more. 


Oraſnin. The Chriſtians gain an Army, in Hrs 
Oſman, I cannot fear a Sound. 
Oraſinin. But, Sir, ſhou'd Lewis ———— 


Oſman. Tell Lewis, and the /Yorla—it hall be fo: 


Zara propos'd it, and my Heart approves: 
Thy Stateſman's Reaſon is too dull, for Love! 


Why 


J reſtore their Freedom; 
T will pleaſe their Maſter, nor can weaken Me. 
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Why wilt thou force me, to confeſs it all? 
Tho” I, to Lewzs, fend back Laſignan, 
J give him but to Zara have griev'd her; 
And ow'd her the Atonement of this Joy. 
Thy falſe Advices, which, but now, miſled 
My Anger, to confine thoſe helpleſs Chriſtians, 
Gave her a Pain, I feel, for Her and Me: 
But I talk on, and waſte the ſmiling Moments. 
For one long Hour, I yet, defer my Nuptials; 
But, *tis not 1%, that Hour! 'twill all be Hers ! 
She wou'd employ it, in a. Conference, 


With that Nereſtan, whom thou know'ſt That 
Chriſtian! | 
Ora/ſmin. And have you, Sir, indulg'd that ſtrange 
Defire ? 


O/man. What mean'ſt thou? they were Infant 
Slaves together; 
Friends ſhould part, &ind, who are to meet no more; 
When Zara aſks, I will refuſe her nothing. 
Reſtraint was never made for thoſe, we love; 
Down, with theſe Rigours, of the proud Seraglio; 
I hate its Laws where blind Auſterity 
Sinks Virtue, to Neceſſity. My Blood 
Diſclaims your 4fan Jealouſy ;, —oD—TI hold 
The fierce, free, Plainneſs, of my Scythian Anceſtors, 
Their open Confidence, their honeſt Hate, 
Their Love, untearing, and their Anger, told. 
Go—the good Chriſtian waits—conduct him to her; 
Zara expects thee What ſhe wills, obey. 
[Exit Oſman. 
Oraſmin. Ho! Chriſtian l. enter—— wait, a Mo- 
ment, here; 


Enter Nereſtan. 
Zara will ſoon approach I go, to find her. 
[ Exit Oraſmin. 
Nereſtan. In what a State, in What a Place, I 
leave her! 


O, 


40 The TRACGEDY of ZARA. 


O, faith! O, Father! O! my poor, loſt Siſter! 
She's here !J—— 


Enter Zara. 


Thank Heaven, it is not, then, unlawful, 

To ſee you, yet, once more, my lovely Siſter ! 
Not All fo happy We, who met, but now, 
Shall never meet again for Lzſignan — 
We ſhall be Orphans, ſtill, and want a Father. 

Zara. Forbid it, Heaven! 

Nere/tan. His laſt, fad Hour's at Hand 
That Flow of Joy, which follow'd our Diſcovery, 
Too ſtrong, and ſudden, for his Age's Weakneſs 
Waſting his Spirits, dry'd the Source of Life, 

And Nature yields him up, to Time's Demand: 

Shall he not die, in Peace? Oh ! let no Doubt 

Diſturb his parting Moments, with Diſtruſt; 

Let me, when J return, to cloſe his Eyes, 

Compoſe his Mind's Impatience, too, and tell him, 

You are confirm'd a Chriſtian. 

Zara. Oh! may his Soul enjoy, in Earth, and 

Heaven, 

Eternal Reſt! nor let one Thought, one Sigh, 

One bold Complaint, of ine, recall his Cares! 

But, You have injur'd me, who, ſtill, can doubt, —— 

What! am I not your Siſter ? and ſhall You 

Refuſe me Credit ? You ſuppoſe me light? 

' You, who fhou'd judge my Honour, by your own! 

Shall Now diſtruſt a Truth, I dar'd avow, 

And ſtamp Apoitate, on a Siſter's Heart! 

Nereſtan. 5 do not miſconceive me If I 

err'd, | 

Affection, not Diſtruſt, miſled my Fear; | 

Your Will may be a Chriſtian, yet, no: You : 

There is a ſacred Mark a Sign, of Faith, 

A Pledge, of Promiſe, that muſt firm your Claim ; 

Waſh you from Guilt, and open Heaven, before you: 

Swear, ſwear, by all the Woes, we All have bends 
* 


If L 


The TRACGEDY of ZARA. AL 


ö By all the martyr'd Saints, who call you Daughter; 


That you conſent, this Day, to ical our Faith, 
By that myſterious Rite, which waits your Call. 
Zara, I ſwear, by Heaven, and all its hoty Hoſt, 


Its Saints, its Martyrs, its atteſting Angels, 


And the dread Preſence of its living Author, 


To have no Faith, but yours ;—to die, a Chriſtian! 
Now, tell me, what this myſtick Faith requires ? 


* MNereſtan. To hate the Happineſs of O/ſnan's Throne, 
And love that God, who, thro” this Maze of Woes, 
Has brought us All, unhoping, thus, together; 
For me Jam a Soldier, uninſtructed, 
Nor daring to inſtruct, tho' ſtrong in Faith: 
But I will bring th' Ambaſſador of Heaven, 
To clear your Views, and lift you to your God: 
e it your Taſk, to gain Admiſſion for him. 
ut where? from whom ? — Oh! thou Immortal 
Power! 
ence can we hope it, in this curs'd Seraglio ? 
Who c this Slave of O/nan? Yes, this Slave! 
Does ſhe not boaſt the Blood of twenty Kings? 
5 not her Race the ſame, with That, of Lewis# 
Is ſhe not Lyfgrar's unhappy Daughter? 
A Chriſtian? and my Siſter ?=—yet, a Slave! 
A willing Slave =I dare not ſpeak, more plainly. 
Zara. Cruel! go on——Alas! you know not Me # 
At once, a Stranger, to my ſecret Fate, 
y Pains, my Fears, my Wiſhes, and my Power + 
am——] will be, Chriſtian will receive 
This holy Prieſt, with his myſterious Bleſſing; 
will not do, nor ſuffer, aught, unworthy 

Myſelf, my Father, or my Father's Race. | 
But, tell me nor be tender, on this Point; 
hat Puniſhment your Chriſtian Laws decree, 

or an unhappy Wretch, who, to herſelf, 
PVuknown, and, all abandon'd, by the World, 
|, and enſlav'd, has, in her Sovereign Maſter, 
ound a Protector, Generous, as Great, YE 

| 38 
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Has touch'd hi Heart, and giv'n him, all her own? 
Nereſtan. The Puniſhment of ſuch a Slave, /ou'd be 
Death, in This World—and Pain, in That to come. 
Zara. I am that Slave ſtrike here—and ſave my 
Shame : | 


 Nereftan. Deſtruction to my Hopes Can it be 


ou? 
Zara. ſt is ador'd by Oſinan, I adore him: 
This Hour, the Nuptial Rites will make us, One. 
Nereſian. What! marry O/man/—Let the World 
grow dark, 


9 


ſuffer n 
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Would r 
Ant ev'r 
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Shou'd b 


That the extinguiſh'd Sun may hide thy Shame! 
Cou'd it be thus, it were no Crime to kill thee. 


0 ] 


My Grat 


Zara. Strike, ſtrike I love him yes, by Heaw 'n! I have 


| I love him. [Me. 
Nereſtan. Death is thy Due but not thy Due from 
Yet, were the Honour of our Houſe no Bar 


My Father's Fame, and the too gentle Laws 
Of that Religion, which thou hait diſgrac'd—— 


Not there—I cou'd not there ;—but, by my Soul, 
I wou'd ruſh, deſp'rate, to the Sultan's Breaſt, 


& muſt b 
23 Nereſte 


| cannot 


Sut Prov 
That ſac 
Did not the God, thou quit'ſt, hold back my Arm, 


ill ftre: 


0 live, 


Here, th 


And plunge my Sword, in his proud Heart, who Here, in 


damns thee. 


Promiſe 


Oh! Shame! Shame! Shame! at ſuch a Time, as this! Not to a 


When Lewis, that Awak' ner of the World, 
Beneath the lifted Croſs, makes Egypt pale, 


And draws the Sword of Heaven, to {ſpread our Faitk! 


ill, firſ 
aught 


Now, to ſubmit to ſee my Siſter,, doom'd Fromiſe | 
A Boſom Slave, to Him, whoſe Tyrant Heart Zara. 
But meaſures Glory, by the Chriſhan's Woe! 50 
Yes——1 will dare acquaint our Father with it — But, firſt 
Deparung Laſignan may live, ſo long, Tell him 
As juſt, to hear, thy Shame, and die, to ſcape it. Fell him 

Zara. Stay--my too angry Brother,---ſtay--perhaps, I Nere/t: 
Zara has Reſolution, great as Thine: 
Tis cruel——and unkind !---Thy Fords are Crimes; Zara, 
My Weakneſs but Misfortune! Doſt thou ſuffer ? l \nd tell 
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vn ? f ſuffer more Oh! wou'd to Heaven, this Blood 
d be pf Twenty boaſted Kings, would ſtop, at once, 
Mme. Ind ſtagnate in my leart It, taen, no more, 
my Would ruſh, in boiling Fevers, thro' my Veins, 
Ind ev'ry trembling Drop, be fill'd with O/man. 
it be How has he J me | How has he C me 
owe Thee to him! What has he uf done, 
1: [To juſtify his boundleſs Pow'r of charming! 
7 or ne, he ſoftens the ſevere Decrees 
/orld Of his own Faith; And is it juſt, that mine 
_ _ F$hou'd bid me hate him, but becauſe he loves me? 
| KNo-—TI will be a Chriftian but, preſerve 

y Gratitude, as ſacred, as my Faith: 
av'n! f I have Death to fear, for O/man's Sake, 
Me : ſt muſt be, from his Colane/s, not his Love. 
from Nere/tan. I muſt, at once, condemn, and pity thees 5 


— {cannot oint thee out, which Way to go, 

But Providence will lend its Light to guide thee. 
— That ſacred Rite, which thou ſhalt, now, receive, 
\rm, Will ſtrengthen, and ſupport, thy feeble Heart, 
ul, To live, an Innocent; or die, a M 


lere, then, begin Performance of thy Vows ; 
; who lere, in the trembling Horrors of thy Soul, 
r Promiſe thy King, thy Father, and thy God, 
s this: Not to accompliſh theſe deteſted Nuptials, | 
ill, firſt, the reverend Prieſt has clear'd your Eyes, 
2441 aught you to know, and giv'n you Claim to, Hear 
Faik! ven. 
Fromiſe me this 
va So bleſs me, Heaven! I do. 
haſten the good Prieſt, I will expect him; 
N i firſt, return——chear my expiring Father, 
Tell him, I am, and will be, All he wiſhes me: 
e it. Tell him, to give Him Life, 'twere Joy, to die. 
rhaps, Nereſtan. I go---farewell---farewell, unhappy Siſter ! 
| [Exit Nereſtan. 
Zara. l am alone---and, now, be juit, my Heart! 


und tell me, Wilt thou dare betray thy God | 
| 1 875 — Whats 


44 The TRACGCEDY of Z ARA. 


What am I? What am I about to be? 4 
Daughter of Luf&gnan? or Wife to Oſman? |: 

Am I a Lover, moſt? or, moſt, a Chrithan ? f O/man 
Wou'd Selima were come! and, yet, tis juſt, | 

All Friends ſhou'd fly Her, who foriakes Herſelf : fl t doub 
What ſhall I do ?—What Heart has Strength, to besf Zara. 
Theſe double Weights. of Duty ?—Help me Heaven} O/man, 
To thy hard Laws I render up my Soul: ara, | 
But, Oh! demand it back — for, now, tis Oſinan's.-- ¶ Qſinan. 


ara. 
Entex Oſman. Jeaven k 
O/nar. Shine out, appear, be found, my love m. 
Zara! It from 
Impatient Eyes attend The Rites expect thee; N * \ 
And my devoted Heart, no longer, brooks 2 674 
This Diftance, from its Soft' ner — All the Lamps R : lig 


Of Nuptial Love are lighted, and burn pure, i 
As if they drew their Brightneſs from thy Bluſhes ; K . » 
The holy Moſque is fill'd with fragrant Fumes, þ 3 be 05 
Which emulate the Sweetneſs of thy Breathing: 52 
My proſtrate People, all, confirm my Choice, N 5 a 
And ſend their Souls to Heaven, in Prayex, for Bleſſings a he , 
Thy envious Rivale, conſcious of thy Right, | dite r. 
Approve ſuperior Charms, and join to praiſe thee ; | 15. 
The Throne, that waits thee, ſeems to ſhine, mot“. 1 
As all its Gems, with animated Luſtre, rich, dri 
Fear'd to look dim, beneath the Eyes of Zara Van. 
Come, my ſlow Love! the Ceremonies wait thee; | W 
Come, and begin, from this dear Hour, my Triumph** Prefi 
Zara. Oh! what a Wretch am I? O, Grief! Oh 8 ng 
Love! 
Oſman. Come come y happ) 
Zara. Where ſhall I hide my Bluſhes ? = 2 4 
Oſman. Bluſhes ?—here, in my Boſom, hide em. thc 


Zara. My Lord? y ſhou' 
ara. 8. 


O/man. Nay, Zara give me thy Hand, and come I 
Zara. Inſtruct me, Aer, SY 95 5 
What J ſhou'd fay——— Alas! I cannotſpeak: | rag 


71 
o/ O/man,.” 
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N O/man. Away this modeſt, ſweet, reluQant, 
| ws 

t doubles my Defires, and thy own Beauties ! 
Zara. Ah, me! 
| O/man. Nay but thou ſhould'ſt not be 20 cruel--- 
| Zara. I can, no longer, bear it Oh! my Lord 


1 O/man, Ha! what ! whence? how ? 
Zara. My Lord! my Sovereign! 
Jeaven knows, this Marriage wou'd have been a Bliſs, 
bove my humble Hopes !—yet, witneſs Love! 

it from the Grandeur of your Throne, that Bliſs, 
t, from the Pride of calling O/man, Mine. 

ou'd, You had been no Emperor! and I, 
* dileſs'd of Power, and Charms, deſerving Yew / 

Ps Mat, ſlighting Alia's Thrones, I might, alone, 
ve left a profter'd World, to follow Jon, 
rough Deſarts, uninhabited by Men, | 
” d bleſs'd, with ample Room, for Peace, and Love. 
It t, as it 1 —theſe Chriſtians - 
O ſnan. Chriſtians ! what! 
pw ſtart two Images into thy Thoughts, 
thee : i diſtant as the Chriſtians, and my Love! 
On Eara. That good, old Chriſtian, reverend Laſigran, 

W 
richly dw, dying, ends his Life, and Woes, together 
% MNnan. Well! let him die- What has thy Heart 
2 } to feel, 
iumph us preſſing, and thus tender, from the Death 
£1 OL 22 old, wretched, Chriſtian?- Thank our Prophet, 
25 ou art no Chriſtian ! educated, here, 
y happy Youth was taught our better Faith : 
et, as thy Pity ſhines, tis, now, miſtim'd ; 
at! tho? an aged Suff'rer dies, unhappy, 
y ſhou'd his foreign Fate diſturb our Joys ? 
ara. Sir, if you love me, and wou'd have me 


[think, 


AS. 


lovely 


CC 3 


hes; 


eſſin 


em. 


me-- 
1 Rat, I am, truly, dear 


* D/nan. Heaven! if I love 
2 T.ara. Permit me 


O/man, What? 


Zara, 


Zara. To deſire 


- 
_ 3 — I —— . — —— 


J 
| 
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4 


Did'ſt t 
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O/man. Speak out 
Zara. The Nuptial Rites 
May be deferr'd, till 


Hide n« 
Tell me 
hear t 


O/man. What ? is That the Voice 1] Oraſ 
Of Zara? | Let not 
Zara. Oh! I cannot bear his Frown ! Four fa 
O/man, Of Zara ! I did, ? 
Zara. It 1s dreadful to my Heart, But, thi 
To give you but a ſeeming Cauſe, for Anger; I cannot 
Pardon my Grief.—Alas! I cannot bear it; | his Ag 
There is a painful Terror, in your Eye, | Ofma 


That pierces to my Soul hid, from your Sigh)-2/;x;y 
I go, to make a Moment's Truce, with Tears, That I : 
And gather Force, to {peak of my Deſpair. Thou k. 
Exit diſordWhe war 

O/nar. I ſtand, immoveable, like ſenſeleſs Mar How rj 
Horror had frozen my ſuſpended Tongue: And tha 
And an aſtoniſh'd Silence robb'd my Will light f 
Of Power, to tell her, that ſhe ſhock'd my Soul Plaim n 
Spoke ſhe to Me ?---ſure ! I miſuaderitood her! Ihat ar 
Cou'd it be Me, ſhe left ?---What have I ſeen! Who g0 
Euter Oraſmin. | Ora 
Ora/min ! What a Change is here !---She's gone, 
And I permitted it, I know not how ! ; 
Oraſmiu. Perhaps, you but accuſe the charn 


ndulge 
e ſaid, 


Of Innocence, too modeſt, oft, in Love. 1989 
. Oſman, But why, and whence, thoſe Tears?-Preſume 
| thoſe Looks ! that Flight ! ou'd h 


That Grief! ſo ſtrongly ſtamp'd, on every FeatiBut, dea 
If it has been that Frenchman What a Thougſro teac 
How low, how horrid, a Suſpicion, That! 3e /eill, 
The dreadful Flaſh, at once, gives Light, and know, 


My too bold Confidence, repelbd my Caution; feel, tl 
An Infidel !---a Slave !---a Heart, like mine, Eara car 
Reduc'd, to ſuffer, from ſo vile a Rival! er Swe 


But, tell me, did'ſt thou mark *em, at their * et, O / 


| 
| 
4 
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Did'ſt thou obſerve the Language of their Eyes ? 


Hide nothing from me----Is my love betray'd ? 
Tell me my whole Diſgrace: Nay, if thou trembleſt, 
hear thy Pity ſpeak, tho? thou art ſilent. 
2} Oraſmin. I tremble at the Pangs, I ſee you ſuffer; 
Let not your angry Apprehenſion urge 
Your faithful Slave, to irritate vour Anguitſh 
I'did, 'tis true, obſerve ſome parting Tears; 
But, there are Tears, of Charity, and Grief: 
T5 I cannot thiak, there was a Cauſe, deſerving 
| his Agony of Paſſion 
5] O/man. Why no I thank thee 
r Sigi Praſmin, thou art wiſe ! It cou'd not be, 
ears, Jl hat I thou'd ſtand, expos'd, to ſuch an Inſult : 
FM hou know'ſt, had Zara meant me the Oſtfence, 
diford: he wants not Wiſdom, to have Y it, better; 
s Marlow rightly did'ſt thou judge! Zara ſhall know it: 
And thank thy honeſt Service---Atter all, 
light ſhe not have ſome Cauſe for Tears, which I 
laim no concern 1n---but the Grief it gives her ? 
hat an unlikely Fear————from a poor Slave! 
'ho gocs, to-morrow, and, no doubt, who wiſhes, 
Nay, who reſolves, to ſec theſe Climes no more! 
3 Oraſmin. Why did you, Sir, againſt our Country's 
gone, Cuſtom, 
Indulge him, with a ſecond Leave to come? 
> charnfe ſaid, he ſhou'd return, once more, to ſee her. 
IN O/raz. Return! the Traitor! He return !---Dares 
ears*-WPreſume, to preſs a ſecond Interview? © he 
ou'd he be ſeen, again ?----He ſhall be ſeen; 
y FeatiBut, dead ;----111 puniſh the audacious Slave, 
Thou To teach the faichleſs Fair, to feel my Anger: 
1 Be /till, my Tranſports ; Violence is blind: 
, and know, my Heart, at once, 1s fierce, and weak ; 
tion; ¶ feel, that I deſcend, below my ſelf ; 


y Soul 
her! 
een! 


ne, Fara can never, juſtly, be ſuipected ; 
1 er Sweetneſs was not form'd to cover Treaſon: 
-lr pa Pei, O/man muſt not ſtoop to Woman's Follies. 
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Their Tears, Complaints, Regrets, and Reconcile- 
ments, 

With all their light, capricious, Roll of Changes, 

Are Arts, too vulgar, to be try'd on Me. 

It wou'd become me, better, to reſume 


The Empire of my Will: Rather than fall f 


Cloſe, as the dark Retreats of ſilent Death. | 


What have I done, juſt Heav'n! thy Rage to move, 
That thou ſhould' ſink me down, ſo low, to Love N 


FDF 


t 
Zara, Selima. 


Selima. 


-A H! Madam, how, at once, I grieve your Fate, 
A And, how admire your Virtue !-------Heaven 
| ermits, fortune; 
And Heaven will give you Strength, to bear, Mi“ 
To break theſe Chains, ſo ſtrong, and, yet, fo dear, 
Zara. Oh! that I cou'd ſupport the fatal Struggle! 
Selima. Th' Eternal aids your Weakneſs, ſees your 
Will ; | 
Directs your Purpoſe, and rewards your Sorrows. | 

Zara. 1 had Wretch more Cauſe, to hope, he 

oes. 

Selima. What! tho', you here, no more, beholc 
There is a Father to be found, above, [your Father 
Who can reſtore That Father to his Daughter. 

Zara, But, I have planted Pain, in O/mar's Boſom 
He loves me, ev'n to Death !---and I reward him, 


With 


Ir Fate, 
Heaven 
rtune; 
„Mis 
o dear. 
ruggle 


es you 


WS. 
hope, he 


beholc 
Father! 


3 

Boſom 

him, 
Wich 
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With Anguiſh, and Deſpair :---How baſe: how cruel! 

But I deſerv'd him not, I ſhou'd have been 

T'oo happy, and the Hand of Heaven repel!'d me. 
Selima. What! will you, then, regret the glorious 

And hazard, thus, a an, bravely won? [ Loſs, 
Zara. Inhuman Victory !- -thou doſt not know, 

This Love, ſo pow'rful, this ſole Joy of Life, 

This firſt, beſt, Hope of earthly Happineſs, 

Is, yet, leſs pow'rful, in my Heart, than Heaven! 


To him, who made that Heart, I offer it; 


There, there, I ſacrifice my bleeding Paſſion: 
I pour, before him, ev'ry guilty Tear; 
I bog him, to efface the fond Impreſſion, 
And fill, with his own Image, all my Soul ; 
But, while I weep, and figh, repent, and pray, 
Remembrance brings the Object of my Love, 
And ev'ry light Illuſion floats before him. 
I ſee, I hear him, and, again, he charms ! 
Fills my glad Soul, and ſhines, *twixt me, and 
Heav'n! 

Oh! all ye Royal Anceſtors! Oh, Father! 
Mother! you Chriſtians, and the Chriſtians? God! 
You, who deprive me of this gen'rous Lover! 
If you permit me not to hve tor him, 
Let me not live, at all, and I am bleſs'd: 
Let me die, innocent ; let his dear Hand 
Cloſe the ſad Eyes of her, he ftoop'd to love, 
And 1 acquit my Fate, and aſk no more, 
But he forgives me not regardleſs, now 
Whether, or how, I live, or, when ] die, 
He quits me, ſcorns me and I, yet hve on, 
And talk of Death, as diſtant, — 

Selima. Ah! deſpair not, 
Truſt your Eternal Helper, and be happy. 

Zara. Why what has Oſnan done, that He, 

| too, ſhou'd not? 

Has Heaven, ſo nobly, form'd bis Heart, to Hate it? 
Gen'rous, and Juſt, Beneficent, and Brave, 
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Were he but Chriſtian------ what can Man be, more 2 

I with, methinks, this reverend Prieſt were come; 

To free me from theſe Doubts, which ſhake my Soul: 

Yet, know not, why I ſhou'd not dare to hope, 

'That Heaven, whole Mercy All confeſs, and feel, 

Will pardon, and approve, th' Alliance wiſh'd : 

Perhaps, it ſeats me on the Throne of Hria, 

To tax my 1 Pow'r, for theſe good Chriſtians“ 

Comfort 

Thou know'ſt the mighty Saladine, who, firſt, 

CONT this Enie, from my Father's Race, 
Who, like my O/man, charm'd th' admiring World, 

Drew Birth, tho? Syrian, from a Chriſtian Mother. 
Selima. What mean you, Madam ! Ah? you do 

not ſee 

Zara, Yes, yes-----I ſee it all ; I am not blind: 

I ſee, my Country, and my Race, condemn me z 

J fee, that, ſpite of all, I fill, love O/nan. 

What! if 1, now, go throw me at his Feet, 

And tell him, there, ſincerely, what I am ? 
Selima. Conſider-- -That might coſt your Brother's 

Expoſe the Chnftians, and betray you All. [Life, 
Jara. You do not know the noble Heart of O/man; 
Selima. I know him the Protector of a Faith, 

Sworn Enemy to ours; 'The more he loves, 

The /:/5 will he permit you, to profeſs 

Opinions, which he hates : 'To Night, the Pneſt, 

In private, introduc'd, attends you, here; 

You promis'd him Admiſſion 
Zara. Wou'd I had not! 

I promis'd, too, to keep this fatal Secret; 

My Father's urg'd Command requir'd i it, twice; 

J —— obey, alf dangerous, as it is: 

Compell'd to Silence, O/mar is enrag'd, 

Suſpicion follows, and 1 loſe his Love, 
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Enter Oſman, 


O/man. Madam! there was a Time, when my 
charm*d Heart 
Made it a Virtue, to be loft, in Love ; 
When, without bluſhing, I indulg'd my Flamez 
And ev'ry Day, ftill, made you dearer to me. 
You taught me, Madam, to believe, my Love 
Rewarded, and return'd nor was that Hope, 
Methinks, too bold for Reaſon : Emperors, 
Who chuſe to ſigh, devoted, at the Feet 
Of Beauties, whom the World conceive their Slaves, 
Have Fortune's Claim, at leaſt, to ſure Succeſs : 
But, *twere profane to think of Pow'r, in Love. 
Dear, as my Paſſion makes you, I decline 
Poſſeſſion of her Charms, whoſe Heart's another's; 
You will not find me a weak, jealous, Lover, 
By coarſe Reproaches grving Pain to you, 
And ſhaming my own Greatneſs —wounded deeply, 
Yet ſhunning, and diſdaining, low Complaint, 
I come to tell you 
Zara. Give my trembling Heart 
A Moment's Reſvite 
O/nan. That unwilling Coldneſs, 
Is juſt the Prize of your capricious Laghtneſs ; 
Your ready Arts may ſpare the fruitleis Pains, 
Of colouring Deceit with fair Pretences ; 
I wou'd not with to hear your {light Excuſes 
J cheriſh Ignorance, to ſave my Bluſhes, 
O/nan, in ev'ry Trial, ſhall remember, 
That he 15 Emperor Whate'er J ſuffer, 


Tis due to Honour, that I give up You, 


And, to my injur'd Boſom, take Deſpair, 

Rather than, ſliamefully, poſſeſs you, ſigbing, 
'Convinc'd, thoſe Sighs were, never, meant tor Me.--- 
Go, Madam—you are free From O/mar's Pow'r 
Expect no Wrongs, but fee his Fac: no more. 


Zara. 


_ 
—NDN— — —— — —— J. 


Evades my Power 


$2 The Treacedy IT ZARA. 
Zara, At laſt, 'tis come the fear'd, ti mur- 
d'ring Moment 
Is come—and 1 am curs'd by Earth, and Heaven! 
[ 7 hrows herſelf on the Ground. 
If it is true, that I am lov'd no more; | 
It you — | 
O/man. It is too true, my Fame requires it; 
Tt is too true, that I, unwilling, leave you : 
That I, at once, renounce you, and adore.— 
Zara ! you weep ! 
Zara. If I am doom'd to loſe you, 
If I muſt wander o'er an empty World, 
Unloving, and unlov'd Oh ! yet, do Juſtice 
To the Afflicted do not wrong me, donbly ; 
Puniſh me, if *tis needtul to your Peace, 
But ſay not, I deſerv'd i This, at leaſt, 
Believe ——— for, not the Greatneſs of your Soul 
Is Truth, more pure, and ſacred no Regret 
Can touch my bleeding Heart, for having loſt 
The Rank, of Her, you raiſe to ſhare your Throne: 
I know, I never ought to have been there ; 
My Fate, and my Defects require, I loſe you: 
But ah! my Heart was, never, known to O/mar. 
May Heaven, that puniſhes, for ever hate me, 
If 1 regret the Lois of aught, but To. 
nanu. Riſe—riſe—This means not Love? 
| Razjes Ber. 

Zara. Strike Strike me, Heaven! 

O/man, What! 15 it Love, to force yourſelf to wound 
The Heart, you with to gladden ? But J find, 
Lovers, leaſt know Themſelwes, for, I belicv'd, 
That I had taken back the Power I gave you; 

Yet, ſee!—you did but weep, and have reſum'd me! 
Proud, as I am I muſt confeſs, one With | 
the Bleſſing to forget you. 
Zara — Thy Tears were form'd to teach Diidain, 
That Softneſs can diſarm it. "T1s decreed, 

I muſt, for ever, love but, from what Cauſe, 


if 


| 


id. 


ne: 
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If thy @nſenting Heart partakes my Fires, 
Art tho reluctant to a Bleſſing, meant me? 
Speak Ns it Levity——-or, is it Fear ? 
Fear of a Power, that, but for bleſſing Thee, 
Had, without Joy, been painful. Is it Artifice ? 
Oh! ſpare the needleſs Pains Art was not made 
For Zara ; Art, however 1nnocent, 
Looks like Deceiving I abhorr'd it, ever. 
Zara. Alas! I have no Art, net ev'n enough, 
To hide this Love, and this Diſtreſs, you give me. 
Qſman. Now Riddles! ſpeak, with Plainneſs, to 
What can'ſt thou mean ; [my Soul; 
Zara. I have no Power to ſpeak it. 
O/man. Is it ſome Secret, dangerous to my State? 
Is it ſome Chriſtian Plot, grown ripe, againſt me? 
Zara. Lives there a Wretch, ſo vile, as to betray 
Oſman 1s bleſs'd, beyond the Reach of Fear; [you! 
Fears, and Misfortunes, threaten only Zara. 
Oſman. Why threaten Zara? 
Zara. Permit me, at your Feet, 
Thus, trembling, to beſeech a Favour from you. 
O/nan. A Favour!——Oh ; you guide the Will 
of O/manr. [ united; 
Zara. Ah! wou'd to Heaven, our Duties were 
Firm, as our Thoughts and Wiſhes !—But This Day, 
But This one ſad, unhappy Day, permit me, 
Alone, and far-divided, from your Eye, 
To cover my Diſtreſs, leſt you, too tender, | 
Shou'd ſee, and ſhare it with me from To- morrow, 
I will not have a Thought, conceal'd from you, 
Qſman. What ſtrange Diſquiet! from what ſtranger 
Cauſe ? 
Zara. If J am, really, bleſs'd with O/mar's Love, 
He will not, then, refuſe this humble Prayer. 
O/man, If it muſt be, it muſt. Be pleas' d- my 
Will 
Takes Purpoſe, from your Wiſhes ;- And, Conſent 
Depends not on my Choice, but your Decree : 
G-9 | Go 


— — — — — io — - 
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Go but remember, how He loves, who thus, 
Finds a Delight in Pain, becauſe you give it. 
Zara. It gives me more than Pain, to make you 
feel it. 
O/man. And——can you, Zara, leave me ? 
Zara. Alas! my Lord! [ Exit Zara. 
Qſman. [ Alone. ] It ſhou'd be, yet, methinks, too 
ſoon to fly me 
Too ſoon, as yet, to wrong my eaſy Faith; 
The more I think, the % 1 can conceive, 
What hidden Cauſe ſhou'd raiſe ſuch ſtrange Deſpair! 
Now, when her Hopes have Wings, and ev'ry With 
Is courted to be lively! When I love, | 
And Joy, and Empire, preſs her to their Boſom ; 
When, not alone belov'd, but, ev'n, a Lover: 
Profeſſing, and accepting; bleſs'd, and bleſſing ; 
To ſee her Eyes, thro' Tears, ſhine myſtick Love! 
*Tis Madneſs ! and I were unworthy Power, 
'To ſuffer, longer, the capricious Inſult ! 
Yet, was I blameleſs ? No I was too raſh ; 
I have felt Jealouſy, and ſpoke it, to her ; 
I have diſtruſted her and, ſtill, ſhe loves: 
Gen'rous Atonement, That! and *tis my Duty 
To expiate, by a Length of ſoft Indulgence, 


The Tranſports of a Rage, which, ftill, was Love. 


Henceforth, I, never, will ſuſpect her falſe ; 


Nature's plain Power of Charming dwells about her, 
And Innocence gives Force to % Iobanns : 
6c Rs, 


I owe full Confidence to All, ſhe 

For, in her Eye, ſhines Truth, and ev'ry Beam 
Shoots Confirmation round her :—1I remark'd, 
Ev'n, while ſhe wept, her Soul, a thouſand times, 
Sprung to her Lips, and long'd to leap to mine, 


1th honeſt, ardent, Utt'rance of her Love... 


Who can poſſeſs a Heart, ſo low, ſo baſe, 
To look ſuch Tenderneſs, and, yet, have none? 


Tuter 


Du 


j 4 
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Enter Melidor, with Oraſmin. 


Melidor. This Letter, great Diſpoſer of the World! 
Addreſs'd to Zara, and, in private, brought, 
Vour faithful Guards, this Moment, intercepted, 
And, humbly, offer to your Sovereign Eye. 
Oman. Come nearer ; give it me.---To Zara. 
Riſe ! 
Bring it, wh Speed Shame on your flatt'ring 
ce 
[ Advancing, and ſnatching the Letter, 
Be honeſt and approach me, like a Subject, 
Who ſerves the Prince, yet, not forgets the Man. 
Melidor. One of the Chriſtian Slaves, whom, late, 
your Boun 
Releas'd from Bondage, ſought, with heedful Guile, 
Unnotic'd, to deliver it, —————- diſcover'd 
He waits, in Chains, his Doom, from your Decree. 
Oman. 2 me J tremble, as if ſomething 
L-. : 
Were meant me, from this Letter---ſhou'd I read it ? 
Oraſmin. Who knows, but it contains ſome happy 
Truth, 
That may remove all Doubts, and calm your Heart? 
O/man. Be it, as *twill---it all be read my Hands 
Have Apprehenſion, that outreaches mine 
Why ſhou'd they tremble, thus? Tis done and 
now, [ Opens the Letter. 
Fate be thy Call obey*d---Ora/min, mark 


«© There is a ſecret Paſſage, toward the Moſque, 
That Way, you might eſcape; and, unperceiy'd, 
« Fly your Obſervers, and fulfil our Hope; 

« Deſpiſe the Danger, and depend on me, 

«© Who wait you, but to die, if you deceive.” 


Hell! Tortures! Death! and Woman — 
Oraſnin ? _ 


C4 Are 


—— — A ny err Rn oe 
—_ - a — * 
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Are we awake? Heard'ſt then ? Can this be Zara? 

Oraſiniu. Wou'd, I had loſt all Senſe----for, what 

I heard, | 
Has cover'd my afilicted Heart with Horror! 

O/man, Thou ſee'ſt how I am treated? 

Oraſinin. Monſtrous Treaſon ! | 
To an Afront, like This, you cannot---muſt not. 
Remain, inſenſible--Vou, who, but now, 

From the moſt flight Suſpicion, felt ſuch Pain, 
Muſt, in the Horror of ſo black a Guilt, 
Find an effectual Cure, and baniſh Love. 

O/man. Seek her this Inſtant---go---Ora/min, fly 
Shew her, this Letter---bid her read, and tremble : 
Then, in the riſing Horrors of her Guilt, 

Stab her unfaithful Breaſt and let her die. 

Say, while thou ſtrik'ſ. Stay, ſtay——return, and 
ity me : 

J will think, "iris a Moment Let that Chriſtian 

Be, ſtrait, confronted with her Stay I will, 

I will—I know not what ;—Wou'd, I were dead! 

Wou'd, I had dy'd, unconſcious of this Shame 

Oraſmin. Never did Prince receive fo bold a Wrong. 

O/n:ar. See! here, detected, this infernal Secret! 
*This Fountain of her Tears, which my weak Heart 
Miſtook for Marks of Tenderneſs and Pain! 

Why ! what a Reach has Woman, to deceive! 
Under how fine a Veil, of Grief, and Fear, 

Did the propoſe Retirement, *till To-morrow ! 
And 1, blind Dotard ! gave the Fools Conſent, 
Sooth'd her, and ſuffer's her to go!---She parted, 
Diſſolv'd in Tears; and parted, to betray me 

Oraſmin. Reflexion ſerves but to confirm her Guilt: 
At length, reſume Vourſelf; awaken Thought; 
Aſſert your Greatneſs ; and reſolve, like O/mar. 

Oſman. Nereſtan, too - Was this the boaſted Ho- 
Of that proud Chriſtian ? whom Teru/alem I nour 
Grew loud, in Pragling.| whoſe half-envy'd Virtue 
I wonder'd at, myſelf ! and felt Diſdain, 


To 


1 


' More Hypocrite, than He 
So low, ſo loſt, that, ev'n the vileſt Labours, 

In which he lay, condemn'd, could never fink him, 
Beneath his Native Infamy— Did ſhe not know, 
| What I have done, what ſuffer'd 


: You wou'd 


ö But I reſolve to ſee her 


' Reclos'd to her own Hand 
Spite of her Frauds, Diſguiſe, and Artifice, 
1 The firmneſs, or Abaſement, of her Soul. 
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To be but, equal, to a Chriſtian's Greatneſs ! 

And does he thank me thus baſe Infidel ! 
Honeſt, pretending, pious, praying, Villain! 

Yet, Zara 1s, a 2 times, more baſe, 

a Slave! a Wretch! 


for Fler Sake? 
Oraſinin. Cou'd you, my gracious Lord! forgive 


[my Zeal ! 
' Oſman. I know it —"Thou art right——PFil /e 
her 


PI tax her, in thy Preſence ; Fil upbraid her— 
I'll let her /carz—go—tfind, and bring her, to me. 
Oraſmin. Alas ! my Lord, diforder'd as you are, 


What can you with to ſay ? 


O/man. I know not, now: 
leſt ſhe think, 
Her Falſhood has, perhaps, the Power to grieve me, 
Oraſmin. Believe me, Sir, your Threatnings, your 
Complaints, 


What will they All produce, but Zara's Tears, 
To quench this fanſy'd Anger! your loſt Heart, 
gSeduc'd, againſt itſelf, will ſearch but Reaſons, 
To juſtify the Guilt, which gives it Pain: 
Rather conceal, from Zara, this Diſcovery ; 


And let ſome truſty Slave convey the Letter, 
then, ſhall you learn, 


O/man. Thy Counſel charms me ! We'll about it, 


3 *Twill be ſome Recompence, at leaſt, to ſee [now: 
Her Bluſhes, when detected.. 


Oraſmin. Oh! my Lord, 

I doubt you, in the Trial for, your Heart 
O/man. Diſtruſt me not——-my Love, indeed, is 
weak, | 


8 But, 
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But, Honour, and Diſdain, more ſtrong than Zara : | Thi 
Here, take this fatal Letter chuſe a Slave, 


Whom, yet, ſhe never ſaw, and who retains + Did 
His try'd Fidelity——Difpatch——be gone Ala: 
. [Exit Oraſmin. To 
Now, whither ſhall I turn my Eyes, and Steps, | Tha 
The ſureſt Way, to ſhun her; and give Time I fer 
For this diſcovering Trial ?——Heay'n ! ſhe's here! I kn 
Enter Zara. But, 
So, Madam ! Fortune will befriend my Cauſe,, By! 
And free me from your Fetters :——— You are met, Cou 
Moſt aptly, to diſpel a new-ris'n-Donbt, | 


| She 
That claims the fineſt of your Arts, to gloſs it. And 
Unhappy, each, by other, it is Time, 


To end our mutual Pain, that Both may reſt: Kno 
You want not Generoſity, but Love: | 4+" I do 
My Pride forgotten, my obtruded Throne, Tha 
My Favours, Cares, Reſpect, and Tenderneſs, She 
Touching your Gratitude, provok'd Regard ; - : You 
Till, by a Length of Benefits, beſieg'd, | Had 
Your Heart ſubmitted, and you thought, *twas Love; Nor 
But, you deceiv'd Yourſelf, and injur'd me. And 
There is, I'm told, an Object, more deſerving IIcca 
Your Love, than Oman — I wou'd know his Name? | Deſc 
Be juſt, nor trifle with my Anger : Tell me, 39 
Now, while expiring Pity ſtruggles faint; | 
While I have yet, perhaps, the Pow'r to pardon: 

Give up the bold Invader of my Claim, 

And let him die, to fave thee.— Thou art known; 

Think, 2 reſolve— While I yet ſpeak, renounce 


While yet the Thunder rolls, ſuſpended, ſtop it; 
Let thy Voice charm me, and recall my Soul, | 
That turns, averſe, and dwells no more on Zara. 
Zara. Can it be O/man, ſpeaks? and ſpeaks to- 
5 Zara? _- l | 

Learn, cruel ! learn, that this afflicted Heart, 
| * This 


was 
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This Heart, which Heaven delights to prove, by 
Tortures, | 
Did it not love, has Pride, and Pow'r, to ſhun you: 
Alas ! you will not know me! What have I 
To fear, but that unhappy Love, you queſtion ? 
That Love, which, only, cou'd outweigh the Shame, 
I feel, while I deſcend, to weep my Wrongs. 
I know not, whether Heaven, that frowns upon me, 
Has deſtin'd my unhappy Days, for Yours ; 
But, be my Fate, or bleſs'd, or curs'd, I {wear, 
By Honour, dearer ev'n than Life, or Love, 
Cou'd Zara be but Miſtreſs of Herſelf, 
She wou'd, with cold Regard, look down on Kings, 
And, You alone e, fly 'em all: | 
Wou'd you learn more, and open all my Heart ? 
Know then, that, ſpite of this renew'd Injuſtice, 
I do not cannot with to love you leſs: 
That, long before you look'd ſo low, as Zara, 
She gave her Heart to O/man—-——— Yours, before 
Your Benefits had bought her, or your Eye 
Had thrown Diſtinction round her; never had, 
Nor ever will acknowledge, other Lover. 
And, to this ſacred Truth, atteſting Heaven! 
I call thy dreadful Notice ! If my Heart 
Deſerves Reproach, *tis for, but not from, O/man. 
O/man. What! does ſhe, yet, preſume to ſwear. 
Sincerity! 
Oh! Boldneſs of unbluſhing Perjury ! 
Had I not ſeen, had I not read, ſuch Proof, 
Of her light Falſhood, as extinguiſh*d Doubt, 
J cou'd not be a Man, and not believe her. | 
Zara. Alas? my Lord, what cruel Fears have 
ſerz'd you?; 
What harſh, myſterious Words were thoſe, I heard? 
O/nan, What Fears ſhou'd O/inan feel, ſince Zara 
loves him? 
Zara. I cannot live, and anſwer to your Voice, 
In that reproachful Tone Four angry Eye | 
Trembles 


CI are ty ˙ rr — 


| Conſuming nothing, till it, firſt, embraces. 
| Say? Haſt thou chos'n a Slave? ——lIs he inſtructed ? 
| Haſte, to detect her Vileneſs, and my Wrongs. i 
Oraſmin. Punctual, I have obey'd your whole 
Command ; R | 
But, have you arm'd, my Lord, your injur'd Heart, 
With Coldneſs, and Indiff*rence? Can you hear, 
All, painleſs and unmov'd, the Falſe One's Shame ? 
Oſman. Oraſmin , I adore her, more than ever! 
*D Ora/min. My Lord! my Emperor! forbid it, Zara 


60 The TRACGCEDY of ZARA. 9 
Trembles with Fury, while you talk of Love; . 
Oſman. Since Zara Loves him! 1 e 
=. Zara. Is it poſſible, I: 
| O/nan ſhould diſbelieve it? Again, again | Ho 
| Your late-repented Violence returns ; Ae. 
Alas! what killing Frowns you dart againſt me! BE © 
| Can it be kind ? Can it be juſt, to doubt me? wes 
| O/man. No—I can doubt no longer—You may | »*o©þ 
| retire. [ Exit Zara. Co 
| Re-enter Oraſmin, | = 
| Oraſmin 1 ſhe's perfidious, ev'n beyond | I fe 
1 Her Sex's undiſcover'd Power of Seeming: 3 
She's at the topmoſt Point of ſhameleſs Artiſice; "Ho 
An Empreſs, at Deceiving ! Soft, and eaſy Cot 
Deſtroying like a Plague, in calm Tranquility: Ane 
| She's innocent, ſhe ſwears So is the Fire; 1 
| It ines, in harmleſs Diſtance, bright, and pleaſing, | 


Heaven! 1 
* Oſuan. I have diſcern'd a Gleam of diſtant To a 
| ope; | Preſy 
| This hateful Chriſtian, the light Growth of France, Barr 
Proud, young, vain, amorous, conceited, raſh, My I 
Has miſconceiv'd ſome charitable Glance, How 


And judg'd it Love, in Zara. He, alone, 
Then, has offended me.— Is it her Fault, 

If thoſe, ſhe charms, are indiſcreet and daring ? 4M, 
Zara, perhaps, expected not this Letter; 3 


nay 


F 
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And I, with Raſhneſs, groundleſs, as its Writer's, 
Took Fire, at my own Fancy, and have wrong'd her. 


Now, hear me, with Attention Soon as Night 
Has thrown her welcome Shadows, o'er the Palace; 
When this Nere/tan, this ungrateful Chriſtian, 

Shall lurk, in Expectation, near our Walls, 

Be watchful, that our Guards ſurprize, and ſeize him; 
Then, bound in Fetters, and o'erwhelm'd with Shame, 
Conduct the daring Traitor, to my Preſence ; 

But, above all, be ſure, you hurt not Zara: 
Mindful to what ſupreme Exceſs, I love. 

I feel, I muſt confeſs, a kind of Shame, 

And bluſh, at my own 'Tenderneſs ;—but, Faith, 
Howe'er it ſeems deceiv'd, were weak, as I am, 
Cou'd it admit Diſtruſt, te blot its Face, 
And give Appearance Way, till Proof takes Place, 


End of the Fourth Aa. 
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ACT V. 8e RN 1. 
Zara, Selima. 


Zara. COO TH me, no longer, with this vain De. 


ſire; 


To a Recluſe, like e, who dares, henceforth, 
Preſume Admiſſion— The Seraglio's t. 

Barr'd, and unpaſſable—as Death, to Time! 

My Brother ne'er muſt hope to fee me, more :—— 
How now ! what unknown Slave accoſts us, here ! 


Enter Melidor. 15 


Melidor. This Letter, truſted to my Hands, re- 
ceive, 5 
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In ſecret Witneſs, I am, wholly, yours. C 
| | Zara reads the Letter. H 
Selima. Ach. Thou, everlaſting Ruler of the | V 
World! D 

Shed thy wiſt'd Mercy on our hopeleſs Tears; 1 
Redeem us from the Hands of hated Infidels, i Te 
And fave my Princeſs from the Breaſt of O/nan. = 
Zara. I wiſh, my Friend, the Comfort of your | Se 
Counſel. Ee. MM. 

Selima. Retire—you ſhall be cal'd—wait near— | | 

f Go, leave us: [Exit Melidor. WI 
Zara. Read this—and tell me, what IT ought to p 
anſwer ? | . ö Fro 
For I wou'd, gladly, hear my Brother's Voice. I le 
Selima, Say rather, you wou'd hear the Voice of Yet 
Heav'n. : I fis 

"Tis not your Brother, calls you, but your God. Ho 
Zara. I know it, nor reſiſt his awful Will; All 
Thou know'ſt,. that I have bound my Soul, by Oat M 
But, can I—ought I——to engage myſelf, 29, 
My Brother, and the Chriſtians in this Danger ? 4 For 
Selima. Tis not their Danger, that alarms your. [ =» 
Fear; | I 


Your Love ſpeaks loudeſt, to your ſhrinking Soul ; 
I know your Heart, of Strength, to hazard All, 
But, it has let in Traitors, who ſurrender, 

On poor Pretence of Safety :---Learn, at leaſt, 
To underſtand, the Weakneſs, that deceives you : 
You tremble, to offend your haughty Lover, 
Whom Wrongs, and Outrage, but endear the more; 
Yes you are blind to O/mar's cruel Nature, | 
That Tartar's Fierceneſs, that obſcures his Bounties ; 
This Tyger, ſavage, in his Tenderneſs, 
Courts, Contempt, and threatens, amidſt Soft- 

neis; 1 | 

Vet, cannot your neglected Heart efface 
His fated, fix'd, Impreſſion! 

Zara. What Reproach 


Can 


Ys 
1G 
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Can I, with Juſtice, make him? I, indeed, 
Have given Him Cauſe to hate me 
Was not his Throne, was not his Temple, ready: 
Did not he court his Slave, to be a Queen ? 
And have not I declin'd it ? I, who ought 
'To tremble, conſcious of affronted Power ! 
Have not I triumph'd o'er his Pride, and Love? 
Seen him ſubmit his own high Will, to mine ? 
And ſacrifice his Wiſhes, to my Weakneſs ? 

Selima. Talk we, no more, of this unhappy Paſ- 
What Reſolution will your Virtue take ? ' [fion x 

Zara. All Things combine, to ſink me to Deſpair; 
From the Seraglio, Death, alone, will free me, 
I long to ſee the Chriftians happy Climes ; 
Yet, in the Moment, while I form that Prayer, 
I figh a ſecret Wiſh, to languiſh, here: 
How ſad a State is mine ! my reſtleſs Soul 
All ign'rant, what to do, or what to wiſh ? 
My only Perfect Senſe is, That of Pain. | 
O, Guardian Heav'n! protect my Brother's Life : 
For I will meet him, and fulfil his Prayer. 
Then, when, from Solyma's unfriendly Walls, 
His Abſence ſhall unbind his Siſter's Tongue, 
O/man ſhall learn the Secret of my Birth, 
My Faith unſhaken, and my deathleſs Love ; 
He will approve my Choice, and pity me. 
PI! ſend my Brother Word, he may expect me; 
Call in the faithful Slave — God of my Fathers! 

2 [Exit Selima, 

Let thy Hand ſave me, and thy Will direct. 


Enter Selima, and Melidor. 


G0— tell the Chriſtian, who intruſted thee, 
That Zara's Heart is fix'd, nor ſhrinks at Danger 
And, that my faithful Friend will, at the Hour, 
Expect, and introduce him, to his Wiſh. 
Away—the Sultan comes; he muſt not find us. 

[ Exeunt Zara and Selima. | 
Enter 1 
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Enter Oſman, and Oraſmin. 


Oſman. Swifter, ye Hours, move on; my Fury 
glows 
Impatient, and wou'd puſh the Wheels of Time :;— 
How now ! What Meſſage doſt thou bring ? Speak 
bold] 
What Anſwer 8 ſhe, to the Letter, ſent her? 
Melider. She bluſh'd, and trembled, and grew 
pale, and paus'd 
Then bluſh'd, and read it; and, again, grew pale; 
And wept, and ſmil'd, and doubted, and reſolv'd: 
For, after all this Race of vary'd Paſſions, 
When ſhe had ſent me out, and call'd me back, 
Tell him (ſhe cry'd) who has intruſted thee, 
That Zara's Heart is tix'd, nor ſhrinks at Danger; 
And, that my faithful Friend will, at the Hour, 
Expect, and introduce him, to his Wiſh. 


Oſman. Enough—be gone —1 have no Ear for 


more. [To the Slawe, 
Leave me, Thou too, Oraſinin.— Leave me Life, 
[To Oraſmin, 


For, ev'ry Mortal Aff pect moves my Hate: 
Leave me, to my Diſtraction— I grow mad, 
And cannot bear the Viſage of a Friend. 


Leave me, to Rage, Deſpair, and Shame, and 


Wrongs; 
Leave me, to ſeek Myſelf— and ſhun Mankind. 
[ Alone, | 


Who am 1?—Heav'n! Who am I? What reſolve 17 


Zara! Nereſtan! Sounds thoſe Words, like Names 
Decreed to join! Why pauſe I?—Periſh Zara 
Wou'd, I cou'd tear her Image from my Heart :— 
*Tywere happier, not to live, at all, than live 

Her Scorn, the Sport of an ungrateful Falſe One ! 
And ſink the Sovereign, in a Woman's Property. 


Re-ent er 


7 


— 1 


Reflec 
The d 


N 1 
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enter 
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Re-enter Oraſmin. 


Oraſmin ! Friend ! return I cannot bear 
This Abſence, from thy Reaſon : Twas unkind, 
Twas cruel, to obey me, thus diſtreſs'd, 

And wanting Pow'r to Vink, when I had loft thee. 
How goes the Hour? Has he appear'd? This Rival! 


* Periſh the ſhameful Sound—'This Villain Chriſtian ! 
| Has he appear'd, below ? | | 


Ora/min. Silent, and dark, 
Th' unbreathing World is huſh'd, as if it heard, 
And liſten'd to, your Sorrows. 
O/man. O, treach'rous Night! 
Thou lend'ſt thy ready Veil, to ev'ry Treaſon, 
And teeming Miſchiefs thrive, beneath thy Shade. 
Oraſnin ! Prophet! Reaſon! Truth! and Love! 
After ſuch Length of Benefits to wrong me! 
How have I over-rated, how miſtaken, 
The Merit of her Beauty Did I not 
Forget I was a Monarch ? Did I remember, 
That Zara was a Slave? — I gave up All; 
Gave up Tranquility, Diſtinction, Pride, 
And fell, the ſhameful Victim of my Love! 
Oraſmin. Sir | Sovereign Sultan! my Imperial 
aſter ! | 
Reflect on your own Greatneſs, and diſdain 
The diftant Provocation. 
Qſman. Heard'ſt thou nothing ? 
Oraſmin. My Lord? 
O/nan. A Noiſe, like Dying Groans ? 
Oraſinin. I liſten, but can hear nothing. 
| © O/nan, Again! look out he comes. 
| We 2 Tread of Mortal Foot — nor Voice, 
The ſtill Seraglio lies, profoundly plung'd, 
In Deathlike Silence! nothing ſtirs. The Air 
Is ſoft, as Infants' Sleep, no breathing Wind 
Steals, thro' the Shadows, to awaken Night. 
1 O/man, 
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O/nan. Horrors, a thouſand times more dark, 


Wou'd 


than theſe, 
Benight my ſuff ring Soul Thou doſt not know, I mutt 
To what Exceſs of Tenderneſs, I lov'd her. Unwill; 
I knew no Happineſs, but what ſhe gave me, 2 
Nor cou'd have felt a Mis'ry, but for her! 
Pity this Weakneſs—— mane are Tears, Ora/min ? Fare we 
That fall not oft, nor lightly : Selim 


Ora/min. 'Tears !—— Oh, Heaven! t cann 
Oſman. The firſt, which, ever, yet, unmann'd I ©/,, 


my Eyes |! 

O! pity Lara ity Me Oraſmin, Tara. 
Theſe but forerun the Tears of deſtin'd Blood. ho's 
Ora/min, Oh, my unhappy Lord! I tremble ee 

for you O/ma 
' Oſman, Do——tremble at my Suff'rings, at my 
Love; is the 


At my Revenge, too, tremble 
And will not deluded. 
Oraſmin. Hark ! I hear Oſman 
The Steps of Men, along the neighb'ring Walll— | 
Ojman, Fly——ſeize him— tis Nereftan / wait no Haſte, f 
Chains, Whom d 


for, tis due, Zara. 


But, drag him — to my impatient Eye. wallow 


[ Exit Oraſmin. nd ſhox 


Enter Zara, axd Selima, in the Dark. 4 will ſh 


Zara. Where art thou, Se/ima? Give me thy Hands a wide 
It is fo dark, I tremble, as I ſtep, ut Penit 
With Fears, and Startings, never felt, till now! V Lark 1— 

O/man. Damnation! tis Her Voice! the well Fo fill m 

known Sound, 
Thas has, ſo often, charm'd me into Baſeneſs! | 
Oh! the perfidious Hypocrite! e goes, 
To meet *! inviting Dusdel! now, now, pproact 


[Drawing a Dagger. Thou! 
Revenge, ſtand firm, and intercept his Wiſnes if vive 
Revenge ! on whom ?——no matter—Earth, and Hea- hou He 
ven, Wou'd}4- 
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rk, IV ou'd bluſh, ſhou'd I forbear;—Now—Zara, now 
[ Drops the Dagger. 

OW, I muſt not cannot ſtrike, the ſtarting Steel, 
Unwilling, flies my Hand, and ſhuns to wound her. 
Zara. This? 1s the private Path—come nearer, lead 


1? [Are we not © hotie'd, think*ſ thou? 
Selima. Fear not, Madam ; 

F t cannot, now, be long, ere we ſhall meet him. 
nn'd Ofſnan. That Word has givin me, back, my eb- 
| bing Rage; [ Recowers the Dagger. 
Zara. I walk in Terror, and my Heart forebodes: 
ho's there P—Nereftan Is it you !—Oh! Wel- 


mble K... come 
. þ O/mar. [ Stabbing her. re] This to thy Heart—Tis 
t my not the Traitor, meets thee, 


is the Betray'd-----who writes it, in thy Blood. 


lue, Zara. O, gracious Heaven! receive my parting 
Soul Dies. 


yh 


. I will, now, 
ut no 


aſte, from this fatal Place I cannot leave her ! 
hom did I ſtrike ? Was this the Act of Love? 
wallow me, Earth — She's filent—Zatra's dead! 
nd ſhould I live, to ſee returning Day, 

A'will 8 but her Blood !—ſhew me, left joy- 
els, 
Jand3 ſh a wide, empty World, with nothing round me, 

ut Penitence, and Pain—and, * *twas juſt.— 


w i Wark! Deſtiny has ſent her Lover to me, 
well o fill my Vengeance; and reſtore my joy. 

! Enter Oraſmin, «vith Nereftan. 

S, pproach thou Wretch! thou more than curs'd ! 
Vy come near 


Dagger. Thou! who, in Gratitude, for Freedom gain'd, 
—— Baſt given Me Miſeries, beyond thy own ! 


d Hea-Fhou Heart of Heroe, with a Traitor's Soul! 
Wou' d G0 


O/man. Soul — then Revenge has reach'd thee 


—— — ́—— D 
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Go reap thy due Reward, prepare to ſuffer, 
Whate'r inventive Malice can inflict, 


To make Thee fee/ thy Death, and periſh, flow. 3 
Are my Commands obey'd ? 1 
Ora/min. All 1s prepar'd : e 

Oſman, Thy wanton Eyes look round, in Searchſhy;; 0 


of Her, "is 

Whoſe Love, deſcending to a Slave, Eke Thee, Reſtore 
From my diſhonour'd Hand, receiv'd her Doom 2 | * ho 
See! where ſhe lies — an fo L 
Nereſtan. O, fatal, raſh, Miftake ! | waſte 
O/man. Doſt thou behold her, Slave? v6 Ty 


Nere/tan. Unha Siſter ! : | 
1 Siſter! 0 Did'ſt thou ſay Siſter 2. if 82 
thou did'ſt, Or aſn 
Bleſs me, with Deafneſs, Heaven k 
Nereſtan. Tyrant! I did Tranſpo 


She was my Siſter All, that, now, is left thee, 
Diſpatch From my diſtracted Heart, drain, next ee 
The Remnant of the Royal, Chriſtian, Blood: o Him 
Old Lu/ignan, expiring, in my Arms, our a F 
Sent his too wretched Son, with his laſt Bleſſing, n theſe 


To his, now, murder'd Daughter! ith va 
Wou'd I had ſeen the bleeding Innocent! dive 'em 
I wou'd have liv'd, to ſpeak to her, in Death ; Ora/m 
Wou'd have awaken'd, in her languid Heart, | Onax 


A livelier Senſe of her abandon'd God: 0 
That God, who, left by Her, forſook Her, too, h y Prir 


And gave the poor, loſt, Suff*rer, to thy Rage. 


O/man, Thy Siſter? 
Selima ! Jnhap 

Can this be true ;—and have I wrong'd thee, Zara aſte LY 

Selima. Thy Love was all the Cloud, twixt herfonvey t 

| and Heav'n! hy Ein 

Qſnan. Be dumb — for thou art baſe, to ade hy Miſc 

Diſtraction, t, if tl 

To my, already, more, than bleeding Heart: hey ld 

And was thy Love ſincere ?—What, then, remains fake, to 

f —.— | 85 Nereſtan a8 ſtain? 

ell em- 


Lufignan, her Father 50 —loſe 


> 
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Nereſtan. Why ſhou'd a Tyrant heſitate, on Mur- 
: der ! | 


here, now, remains, but mine, of all the Blood, 
arch Vhich, through thy Father's cruel Reign, and Thine, 
as, never, ccas'd to ſtream, on Syria's Sands; 
„ [Reſtore a Wretch to his unhappy Race; 
1 Nor hope, that Torments, after ſuch a Scene, 
an force one feeble Groan, to feaſt thy Anger. 
[ waſte my fruitleſs Words, in empty Air; 
he Tyrant, o'er the bleeding Wound, he made, 
{Hangs his unmoving Eye, and heeds not me. 
er E Ul Oſnan. O, Zara ! 
| Ora/min. Alas! my Lord, return—whither wou'd 
Grief- 
Tranſport your gen'rous Heart? This Chrittian 
thee, Dogs 7 | 
„next O/inan. Take off his Fetters, and obſerve my Will: 
o Him, and all his Friends, give inſtant Liberty: 
our a Profuſion, of the ncheſt Gifts, 
Dn theſe unhappy Chriſtians ; and, when heap'd, 
ith vary'd Benefits, and charg'd, with Riches, 
ive 'em ſafe Conduct, to the neareſt Port, 
Ora/min. But, Sir 
1 O/man, Reply not, but obey. 
ly—nor diſpute thy Maſter's laſt Command, 
too, Thy hy who orders—and thy Friend, who loves 
ge. tace, 
Father=$o—loſe no Time—farewell=-be gone—and thou! 
JInhappy Warrior !—yet, leſs loſt, than I! 
, ZaraiYaſte, from our bloody Land—and, to thy own, 
vixt herFonvey this poor, pale, Object of my Rage: 
hy King, and all his Chriſtians, when they hear 
2, to adFhy Miſcries, ſhall mourn em, with their Tears; 
t, if thou tell'ſt em mine, and tell'ſt 'em, truly, 
rt: hey, who ſhall hate my Crime, ſhall pity Me. 
remains fake, too, this Poinard, with thee, which my Hand 
Nereſtanſas ſtain'd with Blood, far dearer, than my own; 
ell 'em — with This, I murder'd, Her, I lov'd 1 
Ihe 


„ 


The nobleſt, and moſt virtuous, among Women! 
The Soul of Innocence, and Pride of Truth! 
Tell 'em, I laid my Empire at her Feet; 
Tell em, I plung'd my Dagger in her Blood; 
Tell 'em, I fo A thus reveng'd her. E 
[Stabs himſe/ 
Rev'rence this Heroe——and conduct him, ſafe. 
Die 0 
Ag} 2" Dire& me, Great Inſpirer of the Soul ; 
How ſhou'd I act, how judge, in this Diſtreſs ? 
Amazing Grandeur! and deteſted Rage! 
Ev'n I, amidſt my Tears, admire this Foe, 
And mourn his Death, who liv'd to give me Woe 


I here 
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Eud of the Fifth 48. "oy 


Curs'd 


Has onl 
gs, 4 
dna, ts 
F — 
Polgnar 


here V 
Daggers 
- zd, m 


IE PILOGUHSE 
Far Spoke by Mrs. CLI E. 


HE: take a Surfeit, Sirs, * being ſealous; 


And ſhun the Pains, that plague theſe Turkith 
> We Fellows e : 


There Love and DEATH join Hands, their Darts con- 
founding, 


Save ws, good Heawn! from this new Way of 
WounpinG ! 
Curs'd Cl; nate !---wvhere, to CARDS, a Jone-left IN a- 
an 
Has only, One of her Black-Guards, 7 ſummon ! 
Igbo, and fits mop d, with her tame Beaſt to gaze at: 
ina, thut cold Treat, 7s all the Game ſhe plays at! 
F bout d ſhe once, ſome Abler Hand be trying, 
Poignard's the Word and, the firſt Deal is---Dy- 
ING ! | 


*Slife !' fhou'd the bloody Whim get Ground, in 
Britain, 

here Woman's FREEDOM has /uch Heights, to fit on; 

Daggers, PROVOK'D, wwou'd bring on DESOLATION: 

d, murder'd Belles un-people half the Nation !---- 


Fain 


: 
: 
. 
: 
;: 


r GU 


Fain word ] help this Play, io move Compaſſion; 
And live, to hunt SusP1cion out of Faſhion,—— 
Favs Motives, frongly recommend, to-Lowers, 

Ft: Hate of this Weakneſs, that our Scene covers © 


| Firſt then---A Woman WII I, or Wox' rue 
| | on 

| q | If ſhe will do't, fbe W1LL :---and, there's an End owt), 
1 But, if ſhe won't,---fince /afe and ſound your Truſt 7s, 
Fear is AFFRONT : _ JO InjusTICE. 


Next, He who bids hi- Dear do, what ſhe pleaſes, 
Blunts Wedlork's Edge; and, all its Torture eaſes: 
For not to feel your Suff*rings, is the ſame, 

As not to ſuffer: All the Diff 'rence---Name. 


Thirdly---The Jealous Huſband wrongs his Host : 
No Wife goes Lame, without ſome Hurt apo Her : 
And, the malicious World will fill be gueſſing, 

Who, oft, Dines out, diflikes her own Cook's Dreſſing. 


Fourthly, and laſtly,---to contlude my Lecture, - 
IF you woru'd Fix th' inconſtant Wife---RESPECT ber 
She who perceives her Vertues OVER-RATED, 
Fill fear to have th Account more juſtly fated : 
Ard, borr'wing, from her Pride, the Good M. 


| SEEMING, 
Grow REALLY. Sen Merit your Eftecming. 
2 5 #1 — 
Fe us hy A ” . 4 * 


FINLS 


depend 


d or ta 
iſt 16. 


leaſes, 
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